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Once Upon A Time 


Once Upon A Time 
Izzy's POV 


It had been six years since | had seen Katrina Adams. She was this girl | had been madly in love with in high 
school. | never told her because we simply lived in two separate worlds. She was the outgoing popular 
cheerleader. | was the quiet stoner and outsider. But she was always nice to me. We had been lab partners in 


biology. Once she had tutored me in English. 


She was the most beautiful thing in the world to me. She had this perfectly straight and long brown hair and 
the truest shade of green eyes imaginable. When she smiled at me time froze and every thought in my head 
would drift away. Nothing but Katrina would remain 


She always crossed my mind. Even once | left and came to LA. Katrina never went away, nor did my feelings 
for her. | tried tracking her down once when | went home for a visit, but she no longer lived there. | had no 


clue where she moved To. Or became of her. 


| had all but forgotten her when she strolled back into my life. All the sudden there she is, like a dream. Her 
brown hair was now bleach blonde. Her skin was tanned by the California sun She was more beautiful than 
ever. At first | didn't even notice her, but then | saw that smile. 

Her skin was layered with sweat and glitter twinkling under the neon lights. Her legs were tone and glowed from 
the top of 6 inch heels. She commanded the stage. Every guy in this joint couldn't help but look at my 
beautiful Katrina. 


It was the last place | ever expected to see her. It was one of the last places on earth | ever thought to find 
a girl like her. She was basically a celebrity in high school. How did she ever end up here? 


'Izzy.lzzy..hey lz," Axis voice draws me from my daze. 

"Huh?" 

"| said Duff has booked us a tour up in Seattle," he repeat himself. "We leave next month." 
"Yeah..Seatte..right;" | nod unable to stop myself from watching the stage. 

"Hey sweetheart," smiled a girl approaching us, "you want a lap dance?" 


| don't think | even heard her. | sure as hell didn't see her. All | could focus on was Katrina removing a bra 


while she danced. She was sexy and sultry. She was making my dick hard. 
'Izzy..are you high again?" | hear Axl ask. 


| can't even form a word. It's not because I'm smacked out.well | mean yeah, | am smacked out, but l'm lucid. 


l'm on a small enough dose to manage an erection so | must not be that high. 
"l'm cool man.don't start tripping out." 


"Then where are you? You're not here listening to me. You're in Izzy land again. | know you only do this shit 


high." 


| glance to him then back at the stage. | motion with my head to Katrina. "That girl look familiar to you?" | ask 


hoping my eyes were deceiving me. 


"Didn't we go to school with that chick?" Axl strained his eyes for a better look. "Oh shit! Thats that girl you 


had the mad crush on. The one you wrote your first song about" 
| nod. 


"| wonder how she ended up as a stripper.. mean wasn't she popular and shit?" 


| nod again watching Katrina come down off the stage. 

"You want a lap dance with her?" Axl smiles. Before | can tell him no he is whistling and motioning her over. 
"Hey baby," she coos at Axl, "You want a special lap dance in the back? I'll let you touch me if you pay extra" 
"Uh..my friend would like one," he motions to me. 

| glance at him with a dumbfounded expression and try to protest. 

Axl leans over to me, "She doesn't even recognize you man, just go.get it out of your system." 


| feel Katrina tugging at my hand. | get up and go with her to the back room. Its dark, lit only by pink and blue 


neon. She sits me down in this big comfortable chair and stands before me as another song starts. 


I'm lost. Mesmurised. Her skin was begging me. Her eyes burned through me. And that smile made time stop. 
Somehow she ended up straddled across my lap. 


"Don't you want to touch me?" She smiled. 


| nod like some virgin who has never seen a half naked chick before. I'd seen dozens upon dozens. She runs a 


hand through my black hair and sticks her chest right in my face. She's basically begging for it. 

| cup my hands over her tits and lean forward taking one into my mouth. Her hands travel through my hair as 
devour her. | can hear her moan out in delight. Was it real or part of some act. | feel her grinding and moving 
in my lap, all along my hard dick in my pants. 

"Yeah baby, that's it," | hear her. 

Her hands start to push my jacket off my shoulders. Her eyes go wide when she notices my tattoo which 
clearly says Izzy. She moves the hair out of my face and looks at me long and hard. | see the recognition in 
her eyes. 

"Izzy? Jeff Isbell?" She asks. 

"Hi Katrina," | say with a lump in my throat. 


‘Oh my god," She says immediately covering herself and getting off my lap. She rushes away. 


"Katrina wait!" | call out, but it's too late, she's gone. 


The Stripper Of My Dreams 
The Stripper Of My Dreams 
Izzy's POV 


| must have stood outside in the alley of the Cathouse. | didn't mind. It was easy to sell my dope there in the 


shadows. | had told Axl to go on without me. He just looked at me with a smirk knowing what | was up to. 

| waited. | waited and waited. | felt like a stalker. | felt like some perverted fucker waiting on easy prey. | felt 
blinded. | felt nervous. Then there she was. The shadows complimenting every part of her, her hair almost 
glowing in the moonlight. 

| walk up to her. "Katrina." 

She turns to look at me. "Izzy please go away and don't come back here." 


"No..." | was soon interrupted by this burly guy who was much bigger than | was. 


"This better be about business Kid," he snarls at me. "You want my girl you pay for her time.” His gaze falls 
on Katrina. "And you..fucking get to work." 


| hate people who dictate. It was my biggest pet peeve. "You don't fucking own her man," | say with annoyance. 
"The fuck | don't! You better watch it kid," he points a finger in my face. 
"Fuck you," | hiss and do my best to move Katrina behind me. 


The next thing | know l'm being slammed into a wall. I'm a bit dazed. | quickly reach for my gun in my waist 


band as he is coming for me again. My gun meets with his forehead. 

"Back the fuck up," | say with as much seriousness as l'm capable of. 

"You think l'm scared of some puney dope dealer?" He asked. 

| lowered my gun and shot him in the foot. A bold move on my behalf. | had never even fired this gun, let 
alone shot somebody with it. Bit he was some pimp trying to turn out my Katrina. | couldn't allow that. 
Something overcame me. | just did it and didn't give it a second thought. 

He fell to the ground writhing in agony telling me and Katrina he was going to kill both of us. | grab Katrina's 


hand, "We gotta get out of here..come on this way..fucking run," | say practically dragging her deeper down the 
dark alley. 


We come to a wall and | help her over. When | jump down on the other side she is actually waiting for me. | 


tuck my gun back into my waistband and cup her face with both my hands. 
"Are you ok? Are you hurt?" | ask looking her over for signs of injury. 
"llim fine," she nods with tears in her eyes. 


"It isn't safe here, we've got to get off the street. That jackass or the cops will be looking for us." | say out of 
breath. 


She nods. | take her hand again and we walk very fast to the nearest diner. There's a cop here so | feel safe. 
Yet at the same time I'm nervous as fuck because | have about 50 folds of smack in my jacket pocket and a 


roll of cash in the front of my leather pants. 


"This ok?" | ask her trying not to stare the cop down. He was just drinking coffee and eating pie, but he stil 


made me nervous. 
Katrina sits across from me in the booth. She can't even look me in the eyes. 
| pull out a cigarette and light it. "So what brings you to LA?" 


She only shrugs at me. "What about you? You still chasing that rock and roll dream of your's? | see you really 
look the part these days." 


"Yeah," | shyly smile 

‘Look | really need to get home before Johnny comes back.’ 

"No," | shake my head, "you can't go back there.he'll hurt you" 

She looks down, "Won't be the first time” 

"| think you should come to my place a few days.so | can look out for you." 

"Hts ok Izzy, | can take care of myself" 

"That why you're a stripper turning tricks?" | ask exhaling smoke to the side. 

"Just leave it alone Izzy," she sighs. Obviously she doesn't feel comfortable telling me her story. 


"Please. just let me help you." 


She looks up at my face as | try to portray as much innocence on it as | can. 
"II can't," she shakes her head. 
"Yes you can, and yes you are," | say dragging from my cigarette, squinting at the smoke in my eyes. 


| know chicks like this. Tell them what to do, treat them like shit and they love you for it. | knew she had to fit 
that category to be strapped under some pimp. 


"| don't wanna cause you any trouble," she says still refusing to look me in the eyes. 


| lean forward. "| just shot a guy in the foot.l'm in trouble already. Just say ok | won't take no for an answer. 


Ill kidnap you and drag you if | have to." 
She smiles as her eyes float up to mine for a split second, 
"Say yes," | nod. 


She simply nods. 


Not Like This 


Not Like This 
Izzy's POV 


We walk down the street towards my shit hole apartment. | keep a keen eye on our surroundings, constantly 


looking back to see if we were followed. Katrina has a death grip on my arm, scared out of her mind. 
‘Its ok," | reassuringly say. 

She looks up at me and breathes a deep sigh as she nods. | keep seeing her glance at me. 

"What?" | ask 

She shakes her head, "You look so different." 

"Yeah..so do you." 

It's a long way from Indiana, And it felt like almost a lifetime ago, even though it had only been six years. 
"You look really handsome somehow," she speaks sounding surprised. 

"Somehow?" | ask with furrowed brows, "What are you trying to say? | wasn't attractive in school?" 
"Not like this," she huffs. "The hair.-the clothes..it all suits you so well." 

"Thanks," | say feeling surprised. "So here we are, home sweet hell," | sigh. 

| open my door and Katrina goes in 


"Not much of a house keeper huh?" She smiles looking at my filthy apartment littered in cigarette butts, 
empty beer cans, and dirty clothes. 


"The maid is on vacation," | smirk and pull out a bottle of Jack and plop down on my couch. It's fucking filthy. | 
actually dug it out of the dumpster in the back. "Have a seat," | motion 


Katrina uneasily sits next to me and her eyes scan my guitar in the corner. A tap at my window startles her. 


She jumps ten feet | swear. 


"IFs ok," | tell her and get up and go slide my window up. 


Its a business transaction. l'm like a drive thru to junkies. | sell a couple folds and return to her on my couch 


looking at me in shock 
"You're a dope dealer?" 


"Just until this music thing works out. Its good money and beats an actual job." | sigh and turn to her. "So are 


you gonna tell me why you're in LA?" 
| don't want to talk right now," she smiles at me. 


Before | know what's happening she is on my lap again, just as she was at the club. She pulls her shirt over 


her head and my dick twitches. Jesus Christ. 

"Weren't we in the middle of something?" she says in a flirty manner. 

l'm speechless and dumbfounded once more. I'm frozen, paralized. | can only stare at those perfect tits in my 
face. She leans down and presses her lips to mine. My eyebrows shoot up in shock. Was my childhood love 
really kissing me? | put my hand on the back of her head and held her lips to mine, trying my best to get that 
perfect kiss out of myself. 


| hear her moan into my mouth. | feel her running her hand across my hardening dick. Oh fuck me it feels so 


goddamn good 
"Do you want me?" | hear her whisper into my ear. 

God yes | wanted her. 

"Yes. but." | sigh not believing I'm about to say this. "But not like this" 


She pulls back from me a bit. "But you helped me and | have no other way to repay you. | always noticed the 


way you would look at me. Here | am, take me." 


"No," | shake my head, "You don't owe me anything Katrina. l'm just glad you're safe. | didn't bring you here for 
this. It would be great, don't get me wrong, but I'm just not that kind of guy." 


She nods faintly and gets off my lap. "What are you gonna do about that?" she asks pointing at my dick. 


| simply hold up the bottle of Jack. And if that didn't cure my blue balls | had plenty of smack that would. | 
hear her lightly chuckle. 


"You are a strange one Izzy. 


"l'm not strange..'m just not a sleaze." 


"I know," she nods, "no one has ever done something this nice for me." 

| just shrug as if its no big deal. 

‘| find myself..attracted to you Izzy. 

"Yah, you too," | nod. 

"Then what's the big problem?" She asks. 

‘| just don't want you doing something you'll regret" 

"You know what | regret?" she asks me. 

"What?" 

| regret not giving you a chance years ago. | was so stuck up and so stupid" 

"| thought you were nice.nice to me," | reply. 

"No," she shakes her head, "| wasn't.please let me make it up to you." 

| swallow the lump in my throat. Damn she really wanted to fuck me apparently. | really didn't know what to 
think But my dick did. He made me rise to my feet and plant a kiss on her that almost sucked the life out of 


her. 


| slightly stoop down and lift her up by the backs of her thighs and she wraps her legs around my waist. She's 
here, wrapped up in my arms. She's practically begging. My stupid dick can't refuse her. 


| collapse with her on my bed and begin stripping away my clothes. | can't get out of them fast enough. She 
slowly inches her miniskirt down. I'm quite turned on by the fact that she isn't wearing panties. 


My dick, hard and ready, penetrates her with one thrust. She's slippery wet, ready for me. | hear her draw in 
a breath and moan. | begin kissing her again as my pelvis begins to move, in and out. | knew how to please a 


woman I'm proud to say. And | was about to rock Katrina's world. 


Engrossed 


Engrossed 
Izzy's POV 


| stretched her hands above her head and sent my lips crashing down on hers. | could come at any second, but 
| cant be the quickest shot in LA. | had something to try and prove here. | wanted to please her and drive her 
wild. She was certainly driving me to the brink of insanity. 


| inhale in the sweet scent of her perfume. | taste the salty light sweat from her neck. | glide my free hand 
over her hot silky flesh. | can see her eyes closed with a smile on her face. | can hear the moans that escape 
from her throat. Every one of my senses is engrossed in her. Nothing even remains but her. 

| release her hands and hook my arms under hers and pull her up on my lap. She takes over moving up and 
down as my hands hold her there by her ass. God Izzy don't you dare fucking come yet! Breathe. Try not to 
think about it. Don't let it happen yet. 


Her lips kiss up my neck to my ear. Shivers shoot through my body. I'm not sure but | think | growl at her 


teasing me. Her movements slow down. | throw my head back and let her kiss my adams apple. 

My dick has honestly never been this turned on before. There was just something about being there with her. 
| had jacked off with thoughts of this right here so many fucking times. | had wanted this girl like | had wanted 
no other. 

Rapture. Ecstacy. Passion. l'm lost in her smell. I'm melting from her touch. I'm craving that sweet imminent 
release | know she's going to bring me. | lick her top lip and we kiss again. Kissing her just felt so much better 
than anyone else. 

"Tell me what you want,” | pant. 

"Show me you want me." 

| do want you." 

"Show me." She moans out. 

What the fuck did she think | was doing? Fuck I'm dying here. Guess it's time to step it up a notch. | lay her 
back down and roll to place her back on top of me. l'm so lost that | don't feel us falling off the bed to the 
floor until my back hits it. 


She looks at me shocked and we both start laughing. Her body begins moving on top of mine. Neither of us 


seemed to mind being on the floor. We kiss and she tugs at my shoulder to roll us again where l'm on top. 


| elevate my weight onto my palms and thrust into her, giving all I've got to give. | don't know how much longer 


| can hold off But km fighting it as hard as | can 
"Oh Izzy. fuck me. 

Shit | aml 

"Im so close," she says writhing beneath me. 

Thank you sweet Jesus! | pick my pace up then it is but only a second until she starts to stiffen and contort | 


feel her insides clinching my dick. Then she just explodes with a loud yelp. Yes! l'm the motherfucker of the 
year!!! 


She 


She 


| awoke the next day feeling as though | had dreamed the night before. | feel my body starting to ache. I've 


come down from my smack. | must not have had a fix before | fell asleep. Wow what a great dream. 

And then | saw her. She who had my heart. Her blonde hair was draped across my stomach, an arm over my 
waist. Nothing but a sheet covered our naked bodies. Fuck mel It was really real? Shit | need a fix, but | don't 
want her to wake up. Chicks can be so weird the next morning, that's why | would always send them away or 
bolt myself. But this one..she who held my heart.| never wanted her to leave. 


Fuck me | need a goddamn fix. 


Then her head lifts. She's looking at me with those bright green eyes. | can't help but smile in utter delight: 


She gives me what | think is a genuine smile back. 

"Good morning," she speaks. 

"You too," | exhale, just happy to see things aren't that awkward. 
"I just want you to know you are incredible." 


| smile at that, so happy to hear it from she who holds my heart. "Not bad yourself" | reply. Fuck | need a fix. 
"Uh. really have to piss." 


"Sure," she says moving away from me. 
| can't reach the bathroom fast enough. | hope | didn't slam the door. My hands are shaking as they search 
for some smack. | know there's some in here somewhere. | finally find a loaded needle in the toilet tank. Thank 


god! 


| shoot up as quickly as | can, flush the toilet and go back out to she who holds my heart. She's on my bed on 
her stomach. God she's beautiful. | can feel my heart swelling. | hope she can't tell I'm high. 


"So you wanna go grab some breakfast somewhere?" 
She sighs. "I have to go to work soon" 
Work. Fuck. It's just now | remember she isn’t a cheerleader anymore. | felt a shiver shoot through me as | 


though of the men she would taunt as she danced. All the lap dances. Al the men she would take her clothes 
off for. It broke my heart. It sickened me. 


"Why don't you ditch work and stay here with me. | don't want you bumping into that pimp. He will come there 
looking for you. I've got a gig tonight at the Roxy. Why not come there with me?" 


She softly smiles. "I really need the money Izzy" 

"For what?" | ask skeptical she might have had a drug addiction like me. 

"For things," she answers vaguely. 

"If it's dope." 

"No," she shakes her head cutting me off, "its not that. That | can get for free. Look..it's just obligations..ck?" 
"Whatever," | shrug, 


| watch as she begins to get dressed. Shit. She's gonna leave and I'll never see her again. But it is SHE WHO 
HOLDS MY HEART! | can't let her slip away. | need her. | can't let her leave. 


"How much?" | ask 

Her eyes cut over to me. "I dont need your money Izzy. | can work for it" 

"That's the part | don't like," | reply. "You shouldn't be stuck doing that shit. You're worth more than that! 
"No I'm not," she modestly shakes her head and looks away from me. 

"You are to me" 

She gives me an almost startled expression. "Oh Izzy.why do you have to be so sweet to me?" 
Because it is she who holds my heart 

"Please don't go. Just stay here with me.where it's safe’ 

She sighs and shakes her head. "You know | can't" 

"But do you want to?" | softly ask 

"OF course | do, but." 


| grab her hand and pull her down on the bed. | wrap my arms around her. | lean over and give her a kiss. 


"You want this..don't you?" 
She smiles and nods. 


"Stay and you'll get it," | whisper into her ear as | kiss it softly. 


Cigarette Run 


Cigarette Run 


Axl and Slash came in around 6 pm. Katrina and | were still lounger out in my bed naked. We were sleeping until 


Slash plopped down in the middle of us and started to look Katrina over. 
"Wow lz, she's fucking hot man" He says as he tries to lift the edge of the covers up. 

"Fucking go on," | try to nudge Slash from my bed 

Katrina opens her eyes and is almost face to face with Slash. She screams and falls off the side of my bed 
Slash almost fucking dies laughing. Axl is nice enough to help her up. | know he just wants a better look at her 
naked. 


"Axl would you guys get the fuck out," | moan and reach for my clothes. 


Slash rolls onto his side and throws his arm across me. "Oh Izzy," He says in a sweet voice, "| need to get 


ready for show time." 

| know this is Slash nicely asking for smack. If | don't give him some he will just find a way to steal it from me. 
| look everywhere for my shirt and can't find it. | finally look over my shoulder to see Katrina clenching it shut 
over her naked body. 

‘Guys, Katrina.Katrina.Slash and Axl. Axl went to school with us too." 

She examines Axl closely. "Oh right.lzzy's friend.” 


Axl looks to me, "We need cigarettes, it's your turn 


"Come on man, can't Duff or Stevie do it this time?" | complain and stand up to pull up my pants. "I've got 


company." 
"No boycotting your chores lz, get up," Axl sighs. 
| roll my eyes. 


"Take your chick with you," Slash says rummaging my drawer for my dope stash. Luckily it's here in my jacket 


next to me. "she would make a great distraction" 


"Got a point there," Axl nods. 


"Uuummm," | hear Katrina and turn to look at her "Izzy?" She says as Slash is trying his best to lift up the 
back of my shirt on her to see her ass. 


"Slash would you fucking stop acting like a creepy virgin," | snap. | quickly reach in my jacket pocket grap a 
couple folds of smack and toss them at him. "Would you guys get the fuck out of here?! I'll go get the 


goddamn cigarettes and meet you at the Starwood! Fucklll" 


"She's fucking hot Iz," Slash smiles bending over to get his smack but never removing his eyes off Katrina 


"Would she give us lap dances later maybe?" 

| get a stern look and stare at Axl. "Would you fucking take Slash back to the fucking zoo?" 

Axl smiles, "Sure Izzy..we'll see you in an hour," he grabs Slash's arm and drags him from the apartment. 
| sigh and shake my head. "Sorry about that,” | sheepishly say. 

She smiles and it makes me feel a little more at ease. "It's ok" 

"You know," | smirk, "as great as you look in my shirt. kinda need it" 

"Sure," she smiles and pulls it off, standing there completely naked and beautiful. 

"Fuck," | slightly chuckle and shake my head, "I wish | didn't have to get up." 

‘It's cool," she nods, "I need to really go and make some money anyway." 


"| thought we discussed this already Katrina. No more stripping no more tricks. I'm gonna take care of you 


now. 
"Izzy | can't just depend on you and contribute nothing. | mean | don't have any clothes or anything’ 
"Baby you contributed plenty last night. And clothes we will get you, ok?" 

She chuckles lightly as we continue to get dressed. | grab my guitar and throw it in a case 

"So why do you have to get cigarettes again?" She asks me. 

"Just my turn," | sigh as | do quick inventory of my smack. "You bout ready to go?" 

"Yeah," she nods pulling on her shirt 


We leave the apartment and head down a few blocks to grab cigarettes before going to meet the guys. | pause 


as we are about to walk in the store and look to Katrina. 


"Um.do you think maybe you could distract the guy behind the counter? Its usually this chick but she must 
be off or something.” 


'Distract? Are you going to steal the cigarettes?" 
"Well it's either that or | fucking shoot him," | shrug jokingly 

"Well can't you just buy them? | thought you had money?" 

"| do.but we need cash for other shit," | say scanning the streets like the dope dealer | am. 
"W.what do | do?" she shrugs. 


| pull her to me and give her a kiss. "Just be beautiful darlin." 


Close Call 


Close Call 

"Ok," | begin. "I'm going in first. The guy is gonna watch me because | look like a hoodlum. I'll go to the 
magazines and read, then you come in. He will forget all about me as soon as you walk in.unless he's 
gay..anyway, stand where when he's talking his back is to the smokes. Ok?" 


"Ok," Katrina nods nervously. 


| walk in and glance at the guy behind the counter. | can instantly see a suspicious gleam in his eye. Just like | 
knew | would. | roll my eyes and make my way to the magazines. His eyes never leave me once. 


Then Katrina makes her grand entry. | watch the clerk instantly smile at her. 

"Evening Miss." 

| try not to laugh as Katrina winks at him and struts her 6 inch heels over to the slushie machine. She makes 
one and returns to the counter. She picks up a cherry Blow Pop and unwraps it. She puts it into her mouth 
and twirls it around with a smile. 

"Hey," she smiles and tries to strike up a conversation with the shy clerk. 

| take this as my opportunity to go get our smokes. | walk up behind him and simply grab two cartons of 
smokes and stick them inside my jacket on either side of me. Katrina is watching me while tempting the clerk. | 
give her a smirk and | mock the motions of taking the cashier from behind. Katrina chuckles and has to reach 


out and touch the clerk to keep him locked on her. | make my exit and | don't even think the guy notices. 


| prop myself on the wall outside and light up a cigarette while | wait for Katrina to finish flirting. She 


eventually walks out and smiles at me twiddling a piece of paper in her fingers. 

"Well | got his phone number for out date Saturday." 

"Too bad you have plans huh?" | exhale as we start to walk 

"So you're about to perform? I'll be able to see you play?" 

| shyly nod. "You'll barely notice me when Slash starts playing. | swear to god he's a machine. And Axl sings so 
loud he drowns out me and Duff most of the time. We have this one song where | play half the guitar lead 


and Slash does the other half." 


"So you sing and play?" She smiles seeming impressed. 


"| do alot of the writing too." 

"Like the words?" 

| nod and drag from my cigarette. My wary eyes scan our surroundings. Katrina says something but | can't 
hear her. My attention is caught by her pimp on the sidewalk about half a block in front of us walking our 

way. He hasn't seen us yet but will if | don't get us off the street. | grab Katrina's hand and lead her in the 
first door | can. 

"Izzy what is it?" She asks in shock as | peek out the window. 

"Your pimp," | frown as | look for him. 

Then someone smacks me in the back | spin around to see a short Asian lady. "You no buy! You go!" 

Oh hell. Its some Chinese place me and Stevie stole a meal from and didn't pay for. 


"You go now! | call cops!" 


"Chill lady," | say dodging blows from the broom and trying to look for Katrina's pimp at the same time. He 


passes without even a glance. 
| grab Katrina's hand and we bolt out the door and in the opposite direction of her pimp in a trot as | grip my 
gun to keep it from sliding down my pants. We round a corner and | slow us to a casual walk and readjust my 


gun. 


"That was close," | exhale in relief. 


Starwood 


Starwood 


| knew when we got closer to the club that | would come across people wanting smack. Let's not be confused 
here. I'm in a band that is pretty well known around Hollywood. l'm also a well known drug dealer on the scene. | 


have a possession charge with the intent to distribute as well as a weapons charge. 


This just translates to l'm way too well known. I'm always nervous and edgy. Always looking over my shoulder. 
Lightly sleeping with one eye open. | had been robbed. | had been beaten by cops. | had been in bar fights. | was 


what you could call extremely street smart at this point. 


| take the edge off the intensity which is my life with smack. Yeah I'm fucking hooked on the shit but | usually 
just chip the shit to maintain and keep from getting sick. Plus | have to feed three habits, mine, Slash, and 
Stevie's. | also have to be sure to put money aside to re-up my supply so | can continue slinging. So anything 
past all that is profit. Its almost fucking nothing really. Then there's the chump change we make doing gigs, 
that too isn't much. 


Between the five of us we survive somehow. Our money is community money. We share everything. For 
instance, my dealing job keeps me, Slash, and Stevie from having to get dope sick and always having to go 
without. Its horrible going without and not knowing where your next hit is coming from. Sometimes one of the 
guys will go work in places like convenience stores or fast food joints, maybe a diner, then there's scraps to 


bring home to the dogs. 


Sometimes One of us may be living with a chick, break up and be stuck with nowhere to go. So we would crash 
with each other until our next free ride came along. We stole almost everything we could. We were masters of 
shoplifting. We ran scams. Like once Duff came up with this idea that we could go door to door with a fucking 
spray bottle of water and tell the person we were trying to work our way through school. Then we would tell 
them we inturned in some science shit that gave us access to this experimental stain blocker. We would tell 
them we would seal their carpets for a hundred bucks. For an extra hundred we would do shit like sofa's and 


chairs and shit. Amazing what a friendly innocent smile and people skills can do for you. 


Utilities were also something we shared. Currently Axl and Duffs place has no power. But Slash is fucking the 
chick next door and she's letting them run an extension cord from her apartment to theirs. My apartment is 
without water, so | use theirs and they will crash at my place if they wanna jam. None of us own a fucking 


TV, but we probably wouldn't even watch it. It takes a lot of work living like this. 
"Hey man..can | get a twenty?" A greasy sickly skinny guy asks me. 


| take his money, make sure it's there, and pull two folds from my pocket and hand them to him as my trained 
eyes scan our surroundings. He goes his way. | pull the roll of cash from my pocket and add the twenty to it. 


"Shit Izzy! What are you doing with cash like that out here?" Katrina asks me in shock 


"Inches from my gun darlin’, safest place it could be," | smile and return the cash to my pocket. | stoop down, 


grab my guitar and we continue. 

We approach the club doors as a line of people wait to get in. People there to see GNR. | begging getting a 
reception of greetings making me quite nervous and shy. | hate lots of attention. l'm simply not one of those 
people who has to be the center of attention 

"She's with me," | tell the bouncer and we go inside. 

| see the guys all at the bar drinking. We go over to them. 

"Jesus Iz it's about time," Axl sighs, "Where's the smokes?" 

| toss the cartons to him. He opens them up and dispenses out four packs to each of us. 

"How long till show time?" | ask. 

"Fifteen minutes,” Slash nods knowing why | want to know. 

"Can | trust you guys that long with Katrina?" | scowl at him. 

"Us?" He asks with a smile faking disappointment. 

"Go Izzy," Duff smiles at me, also knowing what | was up to. "I'll keep my eye on Slash." 

| nod, "I've gotta go hit he head," | say to Katrina. Ill be back ok?" | say almost sounding like I'm begging. | guess 
l'm afraid to let her out of my sight. There is a mad pimp on the loose. "Ax..come here," | motion him as | 
motion Katrina to a bar stool next to Duff. 

"What's up?" Axl asks me. 

My watchful eyes dart my surroundings. "Listen.be on the lookout for this stocky guy in jeans, black shirt and 
no hair.looks like Mr. Clean. If you see him, take Katrina and get the fuck out of here, you hear me?" | ask as | 


shove my switchblade in is hand. 


He just nods as if he understands completely and his eyes become as cautious as mine. | rush off to the John 


to catch a fix before show time. l'm already starting to get a runny nose. 


Drinks on lzzy 


Drinks On Izzy 

Even smacked out I'm able to multitask. Here | stand playing, singing, and keeping and eagle eye on Katrina and 
our surroundings. She's standing close by so that brings me a little relief. She's watching me with this proud 
smile plastered to her face. She's watching me how | used to watch her do cheers in high school. 

After the show | leave the stage dripping wet with sweat. | swear you could either get high or overdose from 
the toxins in my sweat. Katrina promptly hands me a beer. | could get used to this. | guzzle it down and can 
see Katrina watching my eyes. l'm not sure what she's thinking but something is on her mind no doubt. 
"What are you on?" She asks curiously. 

| blink and look down without answering her. 

She swallows hard, "It's heroin.isn't it?" 

| don't want to lie, but | don't want to tell her the truth either. 


She lightly bites her lip and seems fidgity. "Think maybe you could find me some coke?" 


| know what it's like to need a drug. Katrina looks like she needs some coke. | nod, "Sure, whatever you need. | 


turn in search of Duff. He's right behind me. "Hey man.is it snowing?" 


He smirks at me like my question was retarded. | then look to Katrina with a warm smile. "Duff will take care 


of you until | score." 

She smiles in relief as Duff pours some of his stash onto the side of his fist for her. 
Axl approaches me, "lz, can we talk?" 

| nod and follow him away a few feet. "Yeah?" | shrug. 

He hands my knife back, "What's going on?" 

| sigh, "She's hiding out..from her pimp. | shot him last night.” 

"You fucking shot him?!" Axl asks in shock. 


"Just in the foot man. | mean what the fuck is he gonna do? Call the cops? Tell them a drug dealer shot him 


for being a pimp?" | smirk. 


"Katrina's a whore?" He asks seeming even more shocked. 
| cut razor sharp eyes at him, "Watch your fucking mouth man" 
For some reason Axl smiles at that. "Its cool lz.we'll take care of her." 


| can feel Katrina's arms come around me. | smile and wrap an arm around her shoulder. Her hand runs down 


my chest and stomach and stops at my gun 
"That's a dangerous spot for that. Don't you worry about it going off?" 
"Constantly," | slightly smile. "Then it's goodbye dick and so long balls." 
She pulls me to her for a kiss. "Well just not tonight," She smiles. 


Her fingernails drag down my chest and | give out a moan in pleasure. Then my eyes scan our area. | look back 


to Katrina. "We have to do something about your hair and get you some clothes." 
"What's wrong with my hair?" She asks. 

"Nothing, it's just that he knows what you look like like this." 

"Oh," she nods. 

"| have some black if black is ok?" 

She understands and nods. "Whatever." 

Duff approaches us. "Hey lz, you work tonight?" 


| give him and awkward look. I'm a dope dealer. Its not like I'm exactly punching a time clock here. But Duff 
insists on looking at it like some legit job. Whatever. 


"Just gonna work out of my place tonight," | answer. Which means I'm not walking the streets. If a junkie want's 


me they can come find me. They always do. 
Cool, listen is it ok if | bring this chick over? | mean you have lights and all. I've got plenty of coke." 
| nod, "Yeah, sure." 


"Need a liquor run," Duff adds looking pretty in need of a drink. Drinking was his main thing. He loved to drink. 


"What day is today?" | ask absent minded from dope. 

"Uh.. Thursday," He says looking up slightly to think. 

"Big Red is working at LeBrea Liquor right now | shrug. Big Red was this fat chick who worked there week 
nights. She had a thing for me. | could go in, flirt, and come out with half a store. So far all | had had to do 
was kiss her a few times and give her my number, which is the number to some payphone on the strip. 
"You sure?" Duff asks glancing at Katrina. 

| look at her, "How would you feel if | flirted with a fat girl just a little? For a good cause?" 

She laughs, "This should be interesting." 

So we head to the liquor store. | really don't like being out on the streets like this with Katrina. I'm constantly 
looking around like someone who's had way too much coke. However, | haven't had any today. We reach the 


store and everyone waits outside while | go in 


| turn on a predatorial smirk as | stroll in like I'm god's gift to lonely girls everywhere. | lean over the counter 


and get as close to her as | can. "You haven't called me darlin." 

‘Ive tried several times. Strange people keep answering and saying they don't know what I'm talking about." 

| bite the inside of my jaw to keep from laughing. "Must be my stupid room mates," | shrug, "I'm gone alot.” 
"Oh." 

"But how about | meet you tomorrow for lunch?" | ask with zero fucking intent to do so. 

"Really?" 

| shrug, "Sure." 

She giggles, "So do you want some drinks?" 


| heighten my flirty demeanor, "That'd be great." | lean in and kissher. I'm really actually trying my best to do 
it right too. | figure it's the least | can do for taking advantage of her the way | do. 


So after a little innocent kissing | grab two bottles of house Vodka for Duff and his chick of the evening. | grab 
two bottles of Jim Beam for me and Katrina and a few bottles of Night Train for hard times. Duff looks so 
fucking grateful as he quickly uncaps one of the bottles of Vodka and swills some down 


Sex $ Drugs 


Sex € Drugs 


Living in a one room apartment could suck when it came to privacy. Good thing we were all so close so 
moments like this didn't get so odd. So off-putting. 

l'm just glad my girl isn't as inhibited as the one Duff chose tonight. Katrina has all but got my dick out of my 
pants as it is. This girl gets freaky on coke. 


By now l'm full of coke too. My dick is fucking throbbing with Katrina straddling my lap, fucking grinding, and 
kissing behind my ear. Chills are going up my spine and all through my body and back to my dick. I'm just 
waiting on the right moment to retreat to my bed and leave Duff, the coke, and his shy girl with my couch 
facing away from my bed. Bout as much privacy as | can provide. 

There's a knock at my window. Fuck now | have to get up with this raging hard on and sell drugs. | don't even 
have to tell Katrina to get up. She just does and hands me my jacket, knowing that's where my smack is. God 
this girl is great. 

| use my jacket to cover my hard on and get up and go to the window. Glad | did. It was a hundred dollar score! 
A hundred dollars that is all profit because I've set aside the cash to re-up my stash. | return to the couch 
just long enough to pull Katrina away. 

"Night Man," | smile to Duff. 


Katrina wastes no time in getting my dick out of my pants. Her mouth wraps around it and | feel it twitch in 


her mouth. | feel her hum of approval and her tongue starting to swirl around the head. 
"Mmmm..fucking shit," | suck my breath in and roll my hips with the motion she's set. 
"You like that baby?" She taunts me as she strokes me. 


"Don't fucking stop," | say, my eyes practically rolling in my head. l'm completely locked in the moment. | don't 
think I've ever been given head this fucking good. 


After some time | guess her jaws get tired She stops sucking me off and lowers herself onto my cock with 
her tits out and her mini skirt around her stomach. Her hands bear down on my chest as she rolls her hips 
around. 


"Fuck," | moan as the crazy taunting rhythm drives me fucking mad. 


Katrina is busy making moans and sounds of her own. "Oh baby you're so hard." 


Hope Duff and his shy chick aren't too offended by the extremely loud sex | am about to have. My house my 
fucking way. 


"Ride that fucking dick," | groan as my hands grip mercilessly at her hips. 


"Oh.it's so fucking deep." She says throwing her head back and picking up some momentum. My hands travel up 


her sides and cup under her breasts and tug at her to urge her down to my mouth. 
| lick, flick, and suck at her with my tongue. She's moaning out loud enough for people outside to fucking hear. | 
can hear Duff starting to make similar noises as | am. Hum, maybe his shy chick liked what she heard too 


much. I'm pretty sure Duff is actually getting lucky. 


"Oh fuck Izzy..holy shit," Katrina thrusts back again rolling those hips. | kick my hips up and she squeals, "Not 
so deep." 


Beside us | can hear Duff saying he's gonna come. Seriously? Already? But that's what happens. Within minutes 
| can see him standing up and adjusting clothes. Really? Man if | got off that fast and there was someone else 
in the room | think | would have to lay there for a while so | didn't look like such a one hitting quitting minute 

man. 

"Thanks lz, see ya later man," He says with a wave over his shoulder. 


Katrina and | are too wrapped up to answer. 


| hear the door open then close again. Now it's time to really get fucking loud. | place a firm grasp on Katrina's 


lower back and trust us over with me on top, my dick never sliding out. 


"Yeah.|'m in charge now. | was being nice because we had company..no sympathy now," | smirk and give her a 


kiss. 

| raise up on my palms and give her my rolling hips. 

‘OF shit," she moans out. 

"Yeah you like that don't you?" 

"Fuck yeah. Don't stop." She squirms and rolls her hips in time with mine. 

A knock at the window breaks my concentration. 

"Fuck." | say my head snapping over to it. | don't want to get up but | need the money. "Fuck," | his getting up, 


grabbing my jacket, still butt ass naked and going over to the window. | raise it, do a transaction, and end up 
getting paid 20 bucks for my interruption. 


| fall down on the bed between Katrina's thighs, dick still rock hard. | slide in her and continue right where we 
left off. God if it wasn't for the coke and smack | would probably lasted as long as Duff. However, given the 


substance I've ingested, we're gonna be here a while. 


So we continued all over my shitty ass apartment. First the bed, then against the wall by the window because 
a string of junkies kept coming to my window. Tonight, since I'm a generous guy, | throw the show in for free. 
By the end of the night | had busted a nut harder than | ever have before, and made over 360 dollars while 
doing it. Not a bad night. 


Dope Run 


Author's Notes: 

Ok guys | have to confess..on any given average day you will catch me listening to rap. Yeah | know..not very 
rock and roll of me. But | assure you | have payed my GNR dues. It's just they quit making music together. 
Also | drive around with bass thumping..nothing thumps like rap. Im not a traitor..but | love American Gangta 


Rap. The last chapter was inspired by a rap song that has this line.."pussy so clean | could go to church in it" 
Rap is a very American thing | guess. The area of the US I'm from has spawned some of the greatest 
American Rappers there are. Geto Boys, Z~Ro, Lil Flip, Big Moe, Paul Wall, Chamillionaire, South Park Mexicans, 
all from Texas and all HUGE in the US. Timeless American jewels with lyrics like, "I hate you bitch", "damn it 
feels good to me a gangsta’, "they see me rollin, they hatin’, "high so high", "I was at the club one night.” 
Yes | am a rocker chick from back in the gap..but there's a lot of gangsta thug in me too. This is reflected in 


my writing some times. So | just wanted to let you guys know that if sometimes my words seem 


unusual..might just be the thug in me seeping out. 


Dope Run 
| awoke the next day next to Katrina on the floor near my window. Some junkie is tapping on it and calling my 
name. | yawn and stand up at the window. I'm still butt ass naked, but so what? | handle the junkie and do 


inventory of my stash. I'm down to just a few folds left. It's time for me to go get more. 


| look down at Katrina and know | need to also score her some coke. | begin searching for clothes to wear. | get 


dressed and kneel down next to Katrina. 
"Hey darlin’.'ve gotta go make a run." 
"Mmmm." she mumbles. 


"Just stay in Don't open the door or answer the window," | say as | reach for my gun. "I'll be back soon" | kiss 


her cheek 

"Be careful Izzy," she nods sincerely, seeming genuinely concerned. 
"| will.and lll get you some shit too." 

She nods. 


| stand up and tuck my gun in my pants. Strapped and ready. | exit my building and scan the streets. | pull on 


my hat and look down as | start on my way. It's rained recently, the streets are wet and steaming. 


| go about six blocks and meet up with my hook up. | pay him five grand and get a Kilo of fine Persian I'll be 
busy the rest of the night breaking it down to sell in small amounts. As I'm doing the math in my head of how 


much | will need to re-up, score for Katrina, and make some spending money | am grabbed from behind. 
"Here this mother fucker is," a sinister voice laughs. 


| don't even have to turn to see who it is. | feel a gun in the small of my back. Shit! Fuck! Its Katrina's fucking 
pimp. 


"Where the fuck is she?" He growls in my ear. 
"She's gone..| put her on a bus for home..for Indiana." | sure hope he believes this lie. 


"Bullshit, where the fuck is she? You have her at your place?" He asks as he presses the gun into my back 


even harder. 
"No," | shake my head and try to remain calm. l'm obsessively thinking of how | can get to my gun 
"Where's your piece?" He asks me as he starts to feel my waist band for my gun. 


He finds it and snatches it away. Fuck! The next thing | know He's pistol whipping me in the back of the head. 
When | come to I'm on the sidewalk and West Hollywood looks like a ghost town. My hand runs over my 
throbbing head as | remember what has happened to me. | instantly check my pockets. My dope is gone! My 
cash is gone! My gun is gone! 


To make matters worse | notice a throb in my right hand. | look at it and see blood dripping from it in sticky 
strings. This motherfucker shot me in the fucking hand! | can see the bullet went straight through. 
Motherfucker! How can | play guitar now?! 


| grip at my head not knowing what to do. | had to get my fucking dope and cash back! Fuck I'm without an 
grip y g JSI- my, g. 9°? y 
protection except my switchblade. | feel naked and afraid without the cool steel of my gun on my skin. I've 
gotta get out of the open 


Shock is wearing off and pain is setting in. Fuck! | don't have any fucking smacklll Holy fuck what am | gonna do? 
And my hand. can't go to the hospital. Cops will show up asking questions. We have a show tomorrow night at 
the Whiskey. Fuck | don't have any smackll! Nor do | have any money for any! It would only be a matter of 
time before | began getting dope sick. Jesus could this shit get any worse? 


Creeping through the shadows like a criminal and dropping a trail of blood as | try to cup my wrist tightly to 
keep from bleeding to death. Six fucking blocks had never seemed so far! | make it back to my place. Katrina 


takes one look at me and freaks out. 


"Izzy! Jesus Christ what happened?!" 
‘lm ok." | try to reassure her. 
"You're bleeding!" 


Ill be ok baby," | say trying to put on a strong face. But | can feel myself shaking and aching. I'm sweating in 


pain. 


| manage to make it to the couch as sounds muffled and light started to go dim. | was almost fainting. | took a 


few deep breaths and pulled myself out of it. | look to Katrina 


"Listen. need you to go find Axl. That bastard won't be out on the street tonight. He'll give it a few days to let 
the heat die down. It'll be safe for you | promise. Axl is Il blocks away. Get him.and tell him | got shot in the 
hand." 


"Did Johnny do this to you?" She asked. 


| nod. "Axl.he'll know what to do." | try to urge her to go quickly but | don't want to scare her anymore than 


she already is. 


Then | couldn't fight it anymore. Pain and stress took over my body and | lost consciousness. Slipping into a void 


veil of darkness. Or at least l'm hoping that's what happened to me. 


The Aftermath 


The Aftermath 

My eyes opened up to Duff bandaging my hand. Axl was on my couch observing everything. Katrina was holding 
my head in her lap. Slash was scouring my fucking apartment for my stash. And Stevie was babbling some 
stupid plot revenge or something. 

"He took everything," | mumble and look to Axl, "the money, the dope.my fucking gun.everything.’ 

"The dope?" Slash asks his head popping up. 


"Everything," | hiss and cut my eyes at him. 


"What are we going to do about the show tomorrow?" Duff asks as he layers gauze on my hand. He must 
have went out and stolen it. First aid and bandaging supplies isn't something we just keep laying around 


"Well, obviously we can't do it," Axl shrugged to me. 

| could do it if | had my smack man.| could do it" 

Axl shakes his head at me and says nothing at first. "lzzy.where are we going to get the money for smack?" 
| can see Duff's wheels turning as he continues wrapping my hand. 

"What?" | ask him. 

His eyes flutter up to mine. "W-what if we could get your shit back?" 

"How?" Axl asks sitting up attentively. 

"Just go fucking get it," Duff shrugs carelessly. 


| sigh and roll my eyes. "He got my gun.the only gun we collectively have. And you have three junkies here 
that will be dope sick soon" 


"But if we knew his schedule..you know when he slept and shit.Katrina could.” 
"No no no..leave Katrina out of this," | protest. 


"He's right Izzy," | hear Katrina saying over me softly. "I can get it all back" 


"No..no it's not worth it" 

"How much cash was it Iz?" Axl asks. 

"Almost 400." 

"And how much dope?" Slash curiously asks as he scratches his arm. 

"A key," | sigh in defeat. 

"Fuck Iz," Axl moans and runs his hands over his face. "We've gotta fucking get it back." 
‘It's too dangerous," | shake my head. 


"We have to try Iz," Duff says looking at me. "We need the money..you guys need the smack.we have to get it 
back." 


"We don't have a gun," | say rather agitated. 
"We won't need one," | hear Katrina saying. "I know when he sleeps and | have a key. The guys will be with me 


and everything will be fine. Promise. We'll get it all back" She then gives me a reassuring smile but | see the 


doubt and fear in her eyes. She runs a hand over my cheek. 

"How's your head?" Duff then asks me. "You got hit pretty hard" 

"Hurts like shit" | reply. 

"No double vision? You aren't sleepy are you?" 

"You a doctor now Duff?" | smirk 

He smiles, "Just read a few books." 

| knew Duff was like this honor student or something, but this was the first time | ever really saw it. 
"You really shouldn't play with this thing," he adds. "It's gotta heal." 

"lve gotta play. You know | do." 

"We should go now," Katrina nods, "He'll be asleep by now." 


"I don't want you going." 


"It'll be ok.! promise," She nods. 
itll just be in and out Iz.l'll take care of her," Axl says reclining back a bit. 


"And what are you going to do if he wakes up?" | question? "What are you going to do if he comes at you guns 


blazing?" 
No one says anything for a long while as they silently debate it. 


"We don't hve a choice," Axl sighs, "| can't let you get sick on top of the fucking hand.And the fucking 
money..You understand don't you? We have to go over there. We have to get your gun, your dope and your 
cash. It's the only cash there is. And that dope our only real source of income..And let's face it, you shouldn't 
sling dope without a fucking gun" He sighs deeply. "Just hang tight. We'll be back soon, Stevie will stay here 
with you." 


"But | wanted to go," he pouts. 
Axl rolls his eyes, "I've got enough concerns without you there. Besides Izzy shouldn't be alone." 


So it was fucking decided and taken from my hands. Axl, Katrina, Slash, and Duff left to try to go get it all 


back. | was on fucking egg shells as | wait.and wait..and.. 


Succeeding Failure 


Succeeding Failure 
My head quickly turned when | heard them coming through the door. Duff was first and appeared to have a 
red swollen jaw. His eyes were wild and nervous. Then | catch a glimpse of Slash and Axl. They are bloody and 


bruised. In between them they are carrying Katrina. 


Katrina's head is rolling around like she fucked up. | see blood dripping from her nose and down her mouth. | 
can easily see that her damage is the result of a single punch. 


"What the fuck happened?" | ask sitting up straight. 


Duff lays a paper bag next to me. | know it's the dope. "He woke up," Duff shrugs and pulls my gun from 
behind his back and lays it next to the bag. 


"What happened to Katrina?" | ask as Axl and Slash lay her next to me. 

"He fucking came out of nowhere,” Slash blurts. He has a black eye but it is hidden by that crazy ass hair. 
"He punched Katrina, then Slash," Axl begins. He is beaten up pretty bad. He has a bloody nose and a bloody 
mouth. "Duff was in another room and | started fighting with him. Duff finally came back and had found your 
gun.so | took the gun and fired it.He fell down and we ran" 

"Did you shoot him?" | ask as | roll onto my side to better look at Katrina 

"I just fucking told you | shot him," Axl snaps. 

"Did you kill him?" | ask feeling my guts spasm. 

"I don't fucking know! We ran!" He emphasizes. 

"Katrina," | ask stroking her face, "Katrina can you hear me?" 


"She's fine Iz," Axl sighs. 


"She's fine? She's unconscious! | thought you were gonna take care of her!" | point out the obvious as my blood 
starts boiling. 


"She's alive ain't she?!" He shouts. 


"Come on guys, don't fucking fight," Duff sighs, "Everybody's fine, and we got all Iz's shit back." 


"| need a fucking fix," Slash says impatiently. 


| do too for that fact. "Cook it up," | say to him and motion to the dope with my head. He grabs it and does 
just that. 


"lz," Axl says and sits next to me, "I sure hope she's worth all this.” 


| look over at Katrina as Duff hands me a wet rag to clean her up. "You know she is," | nod. | begin wiping the 


blood from her nose. She makes a few moans but doesn't wake up. 
"You realize | might have killed him lz?" Axl asks. 

| glance at him. He appears clam. Strange. "The gun isn't traceable," | try to ease everyone's mind 

"We need to just lay low until we go to Seattle,” Duff suggests. 

"We can't cancel our shows," Axl protests. 

"Come on man," Duff frowns, "Attempted murder? Possibly murder. Izzy's hand is all fucked up." 

"| told you | can play," | defend my hand 

"You sure lz?" Axl asks me. 

"Aint but one way to find out," Slash replies out of the blue and extends a needle out to me. 

| take it from his hand and stare at it a moment. My hand hurts like fuck | want the smack, but at this point 
| fucking need it for the pain. | roll up my sleeve and attempt to shoot up left handed. It takes me a while but | 


soon manage. | barely have the needle out before Axl is extending my guitar out to me. 


"Play." 


Making Ends Meet 
Making Ends Meet 


Every time | attempted to play my guitar the wound would reopen itself and | would become a bloody fucking 
mess. The guys were stealing bandages right and left for my oozing gunshot wound. Its having a tough time 
healing. | suppose because l'm so malnourished and unhealthy from the smack. It's surprisingly not infected. I'm 


thankful for that at least. 


We had to cancel several shows, like pretty much every one of them until we go to Seattle. Axl's pissed but 
he's not saying anything, | just know him. The other guys too are kinda upset with me. But it's not like | planned 
to get shot in the fucking hand. 


So | find myself working double time to make cash with smack. My intake has increased a bit due to my pain 
But I'm still seeing a little profit from it all. We have to come up with cash for our Seattle tour however. 


| haven't seen Katrina's pimp out here on the street, which leads me to wonder if Axl fucking killed him. A part 
of me hopes so. It would be one less thing for me to worry about out here on these streets. Believe me, this 
job is stressful enough in itself. 

Katrina keeps begging me to let her go back to work She claims she could come home with a thousand dollars 
in one night. I'm sure she could, but | can't stomach the thought of what she would have to do to get it. | 
guess | was possessive of her. Technically she wasn’t even mine. But | was going to see to it she would be. 
"Hey Iz," Duff startles me. 

| spin with my hand just under my shirt, going for my gun. 


"Woah, woah. Its just me man," he says stopping dead in his tracks. 


‘Sorry.just a little on edge," | sigh and move my hand from my gun. "What are you doing out here? | thought 
you had work." 


"Egh..the caught me skimming the register..fired me." 
| sigh and shake my head knowing our situation had gotten just a little worse. We depended on Duff's job for 
food. Now what would we do? | couldn't try to win Katrina's heart feeding her from restaraunt dumpsters. If it 


wasn't for Katrina | would eat their trash in a heartbeat. 


"I thought that since we needed the cash you could maybe show me the ropes and | could help you with this," 
Duff explains. 


"What? Sell dope?" 

Duff nods. 

"You don't wama be out n these streets man,just go look for another job." 

"Come on you know this pays better. Besides less trouble could happen if there were two of us" 


"Duff dope dealing isn't a joint venture. You can't share clients and expect to make any more cash. You have to 


have your own turf. Trust me, getting one is the hard part. This dope game isn’t anything you want part of." 
"You're right, but we're desperate here..right?" 
| pull out a cigarette and light it. 


"I know Katrina has been wanting to help. Iz | fully get why you don't want her to..but don't turn down my help. 


If you of all people can be a dope dealer.well so can |" 

"Me of all people?" | smirk 

"Well Iz you aren't exactly the type.they're usually a lot harder" 
"What am |? Soft?" | furrow my brows. 


"Come on lz. You know what l'm saying. Besides if you just let me help you with the smack we could be selling 
24/1. Plus you could spend more quality time with Katrina," he winks at me. 


| hate to admit it but Duff is right. 


"The first thing we have to do is find you a gun," | sigh. 


Dry 


Author's Notes: 
As some of you may well know, there's nothing worse than not being able to score 


Dry 
Duff's POV 


Iz had taught me all there was to know about hustling drugs. It wasn't rocket science but it was sketchy and 
shady. Izzy says I'm too nice because | let junkies slide when they are a dollar or two short. Izzy tells them to 
go fuck themselves if they are one fucking penny short. 


About six days ago we sold the last of the supply. Izzy went to score more but was unable to. He tried every 
source he had, but to no avail. By dawn he, Stevie, and Slash were starting to get sick and exhibit flu like 
symptoms, sweats, fever, and nausea. The day that followed that was even fucking worse. Every opening the 


human body has to expel fluid was draining, runny noses, vomiting, the shits, crying, and sweating bucket loads. 


I+ looked like they were gonna fucking die. | did my best to try to go to all of Izzy's connects and find 
something, but no one was holding in all of Hollywood | even went to fucking Compton, Watts and Long Beach 


with zero luck. | had tried people who | knew were users. There was nothing anywhere. 


To make matters even worse we were scheduled to leave for Seattle in like two days. There was no way these 


guys could play. Nor was there any way just me and Axl could pull off a whole show on our own. 


Axl was doing the best he could to find prescription pain killers to ease their symptoms. He managed some 
Percodin a few days ago, but when they were taking ten at a time they didn't last very long. 


Last night | overheard Katrina trying to talk to Izzy. It's so hard to talk to them, they're like hallucinating and 
not making much sense. | think Izzy understood her though. She had told him she could help him. That she 


could score for him. His response was crying (literally) and begging her not to. 
| have to give it to Izzy, he is with a stripper/ hooker, and cares so much for her he won't let her get him 
straight. Izzy knows she could do it, but he would rather suffer like this than let her. He must have really 


loved her. 


On my way back to Izzy's after another failed attempt to score | pass a liquor store. The girl inside is average 
and looks bored. | go in and prepare to sweet talk her out of booze. 


Takes about an hour but | manage to walk out with a whole case of Vodka, 9 whole bottles. Maybe this will 


help the guys a little, but then they couldn't hold much down for long. God | hope Axl can find them something 
for the pain. 


| was losing sleep from the moans and grunts and sounds of vomiting. The cries in the night begging for death 
were heartbreaking. The sight of them and wondering if they could make it through this was causing me much 


anxiety. 

| have much respect for Izzy for not letting Katrina fuck strangers for his dope, but l'm starting to look at it 
differently. This was bad and it only seemed to be getting worse every day. How could there be no heroin in all 
of Los Angeles? 

When | walk through the door | find Axl and Izzy on the floor screaming and fighting. | rush over to them and 
pull Izzy up off Axl. | can feel his muscles crawling under my touch. Izzy shouldn't be able to cross a room 
much less attack Axl. 

"What the fuck's going on?" | ask 


Axl gets up off the floor. "I was trying to make Izzy see reason." 


"He fucking let her gol" Izzy screamed with hate in his eyes pointed right at Axl. "He fucking sent her out 
there ALONE!" 


Oh fuck 

"Axl you didn't" I look at him in shock 

"| sent her with Izzy's gun," Axl emphatically defended his actions. 

"What the fuck man? Why the hell didn't you trail her?" | ask feeling angry myself 
"Because she wouldn't fucking let me! Said she fucking had it! 


"If anything fucking happens to her Izzy won't get the fucking chance to kill youl" | yell with my finger in his 


face. 

"Duff..p.please go try to find her," Izzy plead to me. | could see the tears in his eyes. "I. can't fucking.” 

"IFs cool Iz," | nod, "I'm gone," | say and turn to leave to search for Katrina. 

Now that I've left I'm wondering if it was wise to leave Axl and Izzy alone. I've never seen them fight like that 


before. And it looked like Izzy actually had the better of Axl. Izzy takes a lot of shit from Axl, we all do. It was 


rice to finally see someone put him in his fucking place. It being Izzy who did it was like an added bonus. 


| had no fucking clue where to look for Katrina. All | knew to do was walk, and like Izzy taught me look at 
everything all the time. | can't believe she went out alone like that..to go do..that. Please let me find her before 


some psycho rapes and kills her. 


Shame 


Shame 

Izzy's POV 

| guess my body just gave out while | was waiting for Katrina to return. | woke up to my arm being 
outstretched and a hand stroking my hair gently. | will my heavy eyes to open and can see Slash hovered over 
my arm. 

"Is gonna be ok now," | hear Katrina say. 

| look up and can see her face. Her eyes float and refuse to meet mine. | feel a needle going in me. Apparently 
Katrina managed when | couldn't. Figures. Leave it to a chick My brain can't help but begin processing the 
images of the sleazy fucks she probably sucked off for this shit. 


"You're gonna be ok now," Axl says in relief from my side. 


Instantly | do begin to feel my recovery coming on. Amazing. An hour ago | was sure | was going to die right 


here in my bed. Now, like magic, I'm feeling like myself again 
"We'll give you two some space lz," Duff politely says as he helps Stevie up. 
Everyone else slowly follows suit and leaves the apartment. 


| sit up and look over at Katrina. She still can't look me in the eyes. There's so much | wanna say to her but 


the words just won't come out of my mouth. She looks so fucking ashamed. 

l'm so confused. | fucking love Katrina, | always had. Now here she was, in my arms at night. She wasn't 
officially my girlfriend. | had never told her how | had always felt about her. Maybe she had no clue how 
fucking bad she had hurt me. Yes, | was thankful, but | KNEW what she had to do for this shit. | knew the way 
she moaned. | knew the things she would coo to them. 

"Are you ok?" She eventually musters the energy to ask. 

| can only manage a nod. 

"Izzy." she sighs with a pause. 


‘lm in love with you," the words fly from my mouth. 


Katrina's mouth gapes as she looks at me in shock. 


"I've always loved you Katrina" 

Her eyes well with tears as she just stares at me. "Don't Izzy.l'm not what you need" 
| smirk, "And I'm a prize?" 

The tears free fall from her eyes. "Look how much trouble | have caused you." 


"Baby..you just had to fuck and suck off perverted fucks to get me straight..You wouldn't have had to do that 


shit if | wasn't some fucked up junkie.” 

'Izzy..tm not the type of girl you take home to meet the parents.” 

"And lm that type? | love you Katrina We belong together.” 

"Izzy. fuck men for money. You don't need a girl like that. No man can live with shit like that.” 

"| didn't want you to..didn't ask you to. | will never ask you to." 

‘| had to," she wipes her tears, "you've been so good to me and done so much to help me. It was the only way 
| knew to help you. | couldn't just do nothing when | knew | could fix it all. | mean.aren't you fucking ashamed of 
me?" 


| shake my head, "I'm ashamed of myself for putting you in the situation where you would have to do such a 
thing. l'm just a fucking junkie." 


"The junkie and the whore," she mutters, "Do you think it could work?" 


| smile. "I think anything is possible baby." | reach forward and tug her mouth to mine. | kiss her gently with no 


tongue. | know my mouth has to be a disgusting pool of germs. "I've wanted you for 8 years." 


"Well..now l'm yours.” She smiles. 


Good Riddance 


Author's Notes: 
Ok lali and slashgirl..read this shit. 


Good Riddance 

The thought occured to me that Katrina and | were all alone. We hadn't been alone like this in weeks. Any 
displays of affection were done from my pissy smelling bathroom. Katrina was a good sport and never seemed 
to mind. | was glad. Now that l'm not dope sick | can attempt to show her what she means to me. I'm honestly 
not in the mood for sex, but | feel obliged | tug her onto my lap and glide my hands down her back. 

"You need to get well," she says to me sympathetically. 

"lm ok darlin’. My hand is almost closed up. | feel ok now.’ 

"You sure?" She questions me. 

| nod. "Just let me shower..ok?" 

She smiles with a nod. 

| get up and go to the bathroom. | disrobe and step into the shower. Usually, being a guitarist, | hate getting 


my hands squeaky clean. But this isn't about guitar playing. | shower as quickly as possible so | can get back to 


my Katrina 


As | exit the bathroom | find Katrina being held firmly from behind. There was a knife glinting at her throat. 


Her eyes were swollen with fear 

"Izzy," she crooks. 

Its the fucking pimp again Does this fucker ever stop? Fuck mel | don't have my gun! Duff has it 
"You think I'm gonna let some junkie like you turn out my best girl?" He looks at me laughing 
Goddamnit, what does it take to kill this guy? Why couldn't Axl have been a better fucking shot? 
"Just let her go, she's done with you man," | say in an utterly reasonable voice. 


"I fucking say when she's done," he yells pressing the knife tighter to her throat. 


‘Izzy, it's ok," Katrina cries out to me. 
"Yeah kid, maybe I'll let you pay to see her," he laughs at me. 


I'm blinded with rage. l'm helpless. Defenseless. | could never take a guy almost twice my size. Could 1? My 
trained dope dealer eyes start scanning. The only fucking heavy object in reach is my guitar. 


"Tell your boyfriend goodbye," the pimp says as he starts to pull her away. 

The second his eyes leave mine something just comes over me. In one motion | grab my guitar and crash it 
into the back of his head. It splinters and shatters away from the neck. Now let me make one thing perfectly 
clear, breaking a guitar takes much more force than it appears to. The pimp falls to the floor. | see a gun 
poking out from the back of his pants. | grab it and aim. | shoot him three times in a triangular pattern in the 
back. That should fucking hold him. 

Katrina rushes into my arms sobbing. Think Izzy. Fucking think. | bend over and feel for his pulse. There should 
be a fucking pulse but there isn’t. Holy shit! | killed him! Instinct just takes over and | begin searching him for 
cash and other things of value. 


"Go get the shower curtain," | say to Katrina as | continue searching him. 


Thank god i don't have carpet. But this concrete floor was going to soak up his blood like a sponge. Katrina 
returns with the shower curtain. | spread it out next to him. Then | roll his fat ass onto it. 


"Izzy what are we gonna do?" Katrina asks in a panic. 


Fuck me if | know. This was after all the first person | had ever fucking killed One thing for sure, | knew I'd 


never be able to move him on my own. 


"We wait for the guys, then we get rid of him," | answer trying to keep as much reserve as | can, not a very 


easy task given the circumstance. 

Minutes turned into hours. Finally at 4am the guys returned, drunk and stoned. 

"What the fuck?" Slash asks almost tripping over the dead pimp in a shower curtain on my floor. 

"He came after Katrina again. He must have been watching us all this time," | reply as | drag on a cigarette. 
"Fuck Izzy..he's dead," Axl says feeling him for a pulse. 


"m aware," | roll my eyes and exhale. 


"What the fuck do we do with the body?" Steven asks. 

"We get rid of it," Duff answers. 

"Fucking where?" Axl asks reaching hysterics. 

"We put him out with the rest of the trash," Slash shrugs. 

"Then we leave for Seattle," Duff answers. "I'll go get a van now for the trip." 

"Make sure it has air conditioning," Slash adds as he lights a cigarette. 

"They're gonna trace this shit back to us," Axl says to me with huge terrified eyes. 


| slide open the drawer next to me. | pull out a pair of pliers. | cross over to the body and sit on his chest. | 


work open his mouth and place the pliers on his teeth. 
"What the fuck are you doing?!" Axl asks. 


| make no reply as | pull out the first tooth. Dentists make this shit look so fucking easy. | pull every tooth in 


his mouth and place them all in a rag. 
"Finger prints," Steven softly replies to me. I'm shocked its Steven who thinks of it. 
| nod, "Help me get him to the stove." 


The four of us drag him to the stove and place his palms flat on the electric burners. The smell of searing 
flesh fills my apartment. Let someone identify his fat ass now. Katrina rushes to the bathroom to vomit. 


"We have to get him out of here before day light," Axl insists. 


"We'll take him out the window," | motion, "The dumpsters in the back." 


Fleeing 


Fleeing 

We were covered in sticky blood from head to toe, like we had bathed in it. | could smell the metallic heavy 
metals in his blood. | think | must be running on auto pilot. | don't remember packing my shit, but there it is by 
the door. Then the next think | know I'm in my shower washing the blood off. Axl is burning our clothes. Duff 
returned with some piece of shit van he borrowed off this old couple. There was no way we would be 
returning to this shitty apartment. 

The sun was coming up as the last of us were showering. Axl kept rushing us. He wanted as much distance 
between himself and a dead body as he could get. Slash, Stevie and | shot up more smack just before we 
loaded ourselves in the van. 

"The smack won't last long," Slash informs us. 

"It's cool," Duff assures, "I left Seattle because of all the fucking smack." 

This apparently relieves Slash. | board the back of the van and lie my head in Katrina's lap as the realization of 
what I've done starts to sink in. | fucking killed a guy..in cold blood.me Jeff Isbell/ Izzy Stradlin. | would never be 
the same. 

"Are you ok?" Katrina whispers as she takes my hand in hers. 


| just nod. Was | in fact ok? 


"I can't believe | just helped you dispose of a body," Axl says sitting next to us. "You better be glad you're my 
best friend." 


"Best friends are supposed to help hide the bodies," Slash laughs and uncaps a bottle of Vodka. 

"Id help you hide the bodies anytime man," Stevie smiles at Slash. 

"Can we get the fuck out of here please?" Axl sighs. 

"Did you guys lock the doors?" Katrina asks us. 

We all just bust out laughing. What would somebody possibly take? My couch out of a dumpster? My come 
stained mattress? Fragments of a shattered guitar? Let the fucking squaters squat, we wouldn't be coming 


back. 


"You think they'll be able to trace him back to us?" Axl asks staring out of the window and down the alley to 


where the body was. 

Slash chuckles lightly, "Only if they pick up teeth from here to fucking Seattle," he uncaps a bottle of Vodka 
"When we get to the ocean I'll ditch ‘em," | reply. 

"Your hand is bleeding again," Stevie points to my hand. 

‘It's ok," | say glancing at it, "just need to jack some more bandages. 

Axl shifts with worry. "Where will we go when we come back from Seattle?" 

No one has an answer. 

"Well my place is free now," Katrina offers. 

"Your place?" Slash asks, "you mean the dead pimp in the alley's apartment?" 

Katrina rolls her eyes, "I pay the bills. Its mine. And | can dance again." 

"No," | shake my head. 

"Well what about my room mates? We don't..they don't have any protection now. Maybe you guys could." 
"What?" Axl snaps and cuts her off, "Be pimps?" 

The thought doesn't exactly sound unappealing to me. Axl must see it on my face. He's glaring at me. 

"No Iz, get it out of your head. We. Are. Not. Becoming. Pimps.” Axl shakes his head at me. 

"Hey Iz," Slash says, "you can use my Strat until we can get you another guitar man" 

"Thanks," | nod. 

In case you didn't know, a guitarist doesn't share his fucking guitars! I'm touched at Slash's oh so generous 
offer. Its a wonder he brought his Strat at all. He has a very genuine connection to his Les Paul. And 


reflecting on my own guitar that had so graciously helped to take out Katrina's pimp..well.she had a good life 
and died selflessly. I'd miss her. 


Penance Perhaps 


Penance Perhaps 


Numb. | felt numb. | had just killed a man in cold blood and | felt nothing. Maybe it hasn't really hit me yet. Axl 
seems freaked out. So does Katrina. | know Duff is too but he's not showing it. He's probably drunk Slash and 


Stevie seem as oblivious and uncaring as | do. Hummm, maybe it's the heroin. 


Katrina keeps petting me like I'm some sick child in her lap. She seems worried by the uncertainties that lie 


ahead. | guess | should be, it is my neck on the line after all 


Stevie and Slash were lying curled up in a ball together looking more like lovers than friends. Axl was up front 


with Duff. | look up at Katrina who gives me an uneasy smile as she strokes my hair. 

"Will you tell me now?" | ask her. 

"Tell you what?" She asks with her eyebrows going together. 

"How you ended up like..like this?" | softly ask 

She sighs, "Come on Izzy, it's not important.” 

"Darlin. killed someone for you. It's important to me. | wanna know." | urge her. 

She looks away for a long moment in thought. "In school, everything was just so different. | was never popular 
because | tried to be. My parents owned or ran everything in Lafayette. Teachers, classmates..they all knew it. 
But that wasn't who | was, not deep down. After a while that sort of thing goes to your head. My nose was 
20 feet in the air and | couldn't see past the end of it" She pauses and looks down to me. "But there was this 
one guy at school who was different, a pot dealing drummer with long hair.” 

My eyebrows perk up. Did she mean me? 

"You never looked at me the way everyone else did. Not like you stood to gain something from knowing me. You 
looked at me with this mysterious look of awe and wonder. You were so so quiet.so easy going, and when | was 
with you | didn't have to pretend | could just be me. Then when school was over | took a semester of college, 
being groomed to work in the family businesses. There were even more beggars and hangers on there. | got 
sick of it. | just wanted to find people who looked at me the way you did. | came to LA because you did. | felt 
something for you and LA was all you talked about" 

"Why didn't you tell me? Why not that night at the Cathouse?" 


"Because so much time had passed and | was so ashamed for you to see me like that." 


"But that doesn't tell me how you ended up doing lap dances," | remark 


She sighs. "It was because of this fight with my parents. | was out here for six months, they wanted me in 
school, but | was dabbling with coke and not making the best decisions. My parents cut me off. Then | met 
Johnny. At first he treated me like a queen. | didn't know what he did. | never saw the other girls or anything. 
So after a few months he tells me | need to do something. He dressed me up, put me in his car, and drove me 
down some alley. He killed the car and we sat there. | didn't know what was going on. Eventually this guy comes 
up to the window. After a few minutes of them talking | start becoming suspicious. Johnny tells me to go with 
the guy and | say no. We argue back and forth a minute then out of nowhere he just punches me..and keeps 
punching me. He broke my jaw. Then he took me to the hospital. He paid all my medical bills. After the surgery 
he came to me and told me | was in his debt now, and if | didn't.he'd kill me." 


| roll my eyes feeling nothing but grateful for killing the sorry fuck. "No more baby.| promise. Not to get me 
straight even | love you too much. That shit kills me." 


Katrina nods. 

"| won't give up until l'm a real rock star." 

"| know," she smiles. 

"And l'm gonna take care of you, you're my girl." 

"I love you Izzy," her lips seek out mine, "but what if.." 

"Shhh," | say and shake my head. | know what she's getting at. She's worried | will be caught and charged with 
murder. | suppose | should have been worried. Somehow all | could feel was relief. He couldn't touch us now. She 


was finally all mine. | wanted to take her right here in the van on top of Stevie's bass drum. 


My thoughts are broke off soon to the sound of a chugging engine. | hear Duff cursing something about in the 


middle of nowhere. 
"Why are we stopping?" Katrina asked. 
"Fuck!" Axl shouts as a plume of smoke starts bellowing out from under the hood. 


Duff pulls over onto the side of the road, "Uhhh..anybody know anything about motors?" He asks staring at the 


blue grey smoke. 


| get up and slide the van door open. Axl gets out with me and we go to the front of the van. | raise the hood 
and we start shooing away the smoke. Axl and | take one look and can see oil exploded all over the motor. We 


look at each other as Axl starts to sigh. 


"We're not going any further in this," | call out to Duff and slam the hood. 
"What the fuck are we gonna do now?" Axl asks. 

"All we can do is try to hitch a ride," | answer. 

| see Duff rest his head on the steering wheel grasped in his hands. 

"How are we going to hitch with all out shit?" Axl asks me. 

| can only shrug, 


"Fuck," Axl hisses as he walks out to the edge of the highway and wits for a car to pass. He sticks his thumb 


out and the car zooms by. 

"We're never gonna get rides..not looking like we do with all the shit in the van," Duff says lighting a cigarette. 
Hours pass. Not a single person stops for Axl. Duff tries too to no avail. 

Slash pulls out a joint and lights it, "Maybe we should just hump it to the next town" 

| concur, "Yeah, | agree. No one is going to give dirty long haired rockers a ride." 


So we gathered up and carried what we could, our instruments being the most important. I'm not sure how 


long or how far we walk. We constantly try to hitch a ride but no one stops for us. Big surprise. 


| can hear Katrina sigh as she shifts her weight and struggles with what she's carrying. "Fuck this shit! | can 


get us a ride Iz" 
"What the fuck are you waiting for?" Slash snorts, "Written fucking invitation?" 


A car approaches. Katrina sits down the items she's carrying. She rushes to the road side and faces the 
direction the car is approaching. She waits a moment and lifts her shirt exposing her tits. | hear the car 
practically squealing tires to come to a fast stop. Katrina lowers her shirt and looks to me with a smile and a 


wink. 


Let H Rain 


Author's Notes: 
For all my horny bitches out there.. 


Let It Rain 


It took us three days to reach Seattle. Three very long, very shitty days. Seattle was a dreary city, similar 
perhaps to a London dawn. Always overcast or raining. The sun here was a rare luxury. | could see why it was 


the suicide capitol of the world, not to mention the need for an abundance of heroin 


Duff has arranged for us to stay with friends of his. They are sort of odd characters really. They don't 
exactly seem Duff's style. But hey whatever, at least me and Katrina get the guest room while the rest of 
the guys crash in the den 


| personally was ecstatic to see a bed In the last three days | hadn't really slept any more than the usual 
heroin nods. We had been sleeping at rest stops along the interstate. Typically not the safest places to rest 


your head aside from being in a locked vehicle. We were in the open, lounging on picnic tables like bums. 


| guess a part of me just can't let go of the image of Katrina as the rich popular chick | keep expecting her to 
leave. | haven't exactly offered a better life or smooth sailing. But Katrina seems unswayed by my lifestyle and 


living conditions. 


My heavy eyes watch as Katrina lays out lines of coke on a dresser top. | will my smacked out body to rise 
and cross over to her. | need some coke to level out. She extends a rolled dollar out to me. | take it in my 


fingers, plug one nostril, and inhale two fat lines. | tilt my head back and snort it even deeper. 


My eyes focus on Katrina. Goddamn she's so fucking beautiful. My hands grasp at her hips and pull us 
together. | kiss her so deeply it causes sounds of curious delight to emit from her throat. 


A huge clap of lightning illuminates the dim room. | get lost in my cocaine induced passion and hoist her up 


onto the dresser. Her legs lock around my waist as we all but devour each other's mouths. 


Thunder claps and rattles the walls. My hand fishes between Katrina's legs. | hear her breath draw inward as 
my fingers slide in effortlessly. Mmmmm she's so fucking wet, and it was all because of me. | remove my 
fingers and begin tugging her panties. She shifts her weight from side to side to help me slide them off. 


More thunder and lightning displays come as | lower myself onto my knees before her. | spread her thighs 
wide and move in for the kill. She scoots down to the very edge of the dresser top. | feel her fingers in my 


hair. 


| hear the door squeak open and cast in a thin strip of light. | stop what l'm doing and glance up over the edge 
of Katrina's thigh. | see Slash standing in the doorway with a smirkish face. 


"Well | was gonna ask if you guys were hungry..but | see you already have a mouth full there lz" 

| give him a snort, "Yeah, be there in a bit" 

"No man, by all means take your time," he flashes me a big smile and shows no signs of leaving. 

| shrug, "You gonna stand there all right?" 

"Im taking notes." 

"Slash," Katrina pants, "get the FUCK out!" 

‘Oh l'm sorry, was | keeping you from waxing Izzy's face?" 

"Bye Slash," | sigh. 

The door soon closes and lightning flickers in the room like a strobe light. | pull my shirt over my head and let 
it fall where it may. My fingers work their way back into that sweet honey hole. My tongue swirls at her clit 
in an imaginary alphabet. 

Moans of ecstacy fill my ears. Katrina calls my name out like a song. From my fingers | can feel her insides 
clenching. | know she's getting close. But | have no intention on letting her come just yet. First | want to make 
her beg me for it. 

| withdraw my fingers, wipe my mouth, and rise to my feet. | slide my pants off and step between her burning 
thighs. My throbbing dick slides in without guidance. | listen as she sucks her breath in again. My hips glide my 
dick further in with a lingering pause. | wanted to beg my damn self to come. However, where would the fun be 
in being done so soon? Who knew when we would get privacy like this again? | wanted to savor it and make it 


last. 


Our bodies melded as one. Our flesh the same temperature, burned for each other, not to mention yearned for 


precious release. Pressure built. Every nerve ending seemed to tingle with rapture. | won't last at this rate. 


| grab Katrina's ass and lift her from the dresser. | turn us to the bed and we come crashing down on it as 


one. | move the hair from her eyes and kiss her doing my best to inhale the life from her very soul. 


My lips depart hers as my eyes focus on the metal railing of the head board. A crooked smile dawns my moth 
as | look back to her. The dope dealer in me scans the room quickly. | slide away from Katrina and cross over 
to the mini blinds. | jerk the string from one and saunter back to my Katrina 


| lean over and take her hand and start wrapping the string around her wrist securely. | work it through the 
metal railing then ajoined it to her other wrist. Once tied | pull the string tight and her hands were immobilized 


above her head. 


My mouth met hers again as | took my place again between those tempting thighs. | hook my arms behind her 
knees and lift her ass off the bed. My dick glides in and | begin to move. This feels so fucking good. It's like 
winning an award. It's like ice cream on a hot day. Like sonnets of poetry read aloud on a carpet of fresh spring 


reen grass. 

g g 

"| love the way you move," she moans. 
"| love the way you feel too." 


Could | possibly love Katrina any more? She was everything. The heavens and the earth. The sun, moon, and 
stars. | ached from her touch. | knew if she ever left she would take all of my soul with her. She had placed a 
love on me that no time or distance could seem to break or forget. There would be no healing from a 


heartache like losing her. | could never possibly be the same after loving Katrina the way | did. 
"Im so close," she writhes beneath me. 


| can see her pulling red marks into her bound wrists. Her knuckles are white from holding her fingers tightly 
fisted. Her legs contort and tighten at my hips. 


"Harder," she gasps as her head flays side to side. 


| much oblige her request and let myself thrust into her. Thuds come from our pelvic regions crashing into 
one another. Ah the sounds of sex. My fingers tighten at her legs. Her body goes stiff as a board as a loud 


grunt escapes her. Lightning crashes and reverberates the room as a thunder clap accompanies it. 


So wrapped up am | in the coke induced throws of pleasure that | bring her, that | don't even notice how close 
| myself am. There's no time to pull out. No, not even if | fucking wanted to. | wanted her to take me in | 
wanted to do just as nature had intended. Most of all | wanted to know what it felt like. | had no concerns 
about the ramifications of my actions. | was lost in feeling. Lost in unity. Lost in she who holds my heart. | 


come so hard | see fucking spots. 


"Izzy," Katrina gasps. 


Dream A Little Dream 


Dream A Little Dream 


Muted whispers. Sympathetic eyes scan me from all directions. | lower my head and run my hand over it with 
an impatient sigh. In the background | hear beeping noises and extensions being transfered on the phone. 
Intercoms softly page people by name. The air smells sterile with a hint of the chemicals that help to make it 
that way. 


From the corner of my eye | can see Axl sit down next to me. | glance at him. He has never had such a 


sympathetic look on his face before. He rests his arm around my shoulder and tugs me into a loose embrace. 
"She's tough Iz. She's gonna be Ok" He tells me. 


| say nothing. | do nothing. | get the feeling | should be crying, but I'm not. Before | can assess my thoughts 
further a doctor is approaching us. 


‘lm sorry, we just couldn't save Katrina.but the baby..well.the chances aren't good. Perhaps if he could have 


stayed in the womb a few weeks longer" 

He? The baby? 

"Can he see it?" Axl asks and glances at me, "Hels the father" 
"Yes, of course," The doctor nods 


The next thing | know, like some distorted time shift, I'm walking into a nursery in a doctor's mask, gown, 


gloves, and hair net. A nurse leads me over to an incubator. 


"Here he is," she warmly smiles from behind a mask "You can't hold him, but you can reach in and touch him 


if you like. Just talk to him and let him know you're here." 


She steps aside and | see the tiny little infant inside the incubator. He's no bigger than my hand. There were 
tubes down his throat. EKG leads were connected throughout his little body. A tube ran down his nose as well. 
His skin is almost transparent. | could see every one of his veins spidering and snaking under his translucent 


skin 
Now the tears start to well in my eyes. | guess it's sinking in now that Katrina is gone. Sinking in that this is 
our baby together. That he was most likely not going to make it. | reach my hand in and stroke the 


transparent skin of my delicate son 


He's so quiet. Not one noise does he make. | can almost see right through his tiny eyelids. His little fists grasp 


at the air, fighting for his life. | didn't think it would be possible for a baby so small and underdeveloped would 
still look so much like me. | wish my parents could be here to see him. However, since he can't breathe on his 
own and the prognosis is grim, l'm reluctant to even tell them about him. | don't want to get their hopes up 
then crush them. 

Before a tear can drop alarms start going off on the machines hooked to my son. The nurse pushes me aside 
and quickly lifts the lid from the incubator. She calls for a doctor who comes running. They try to get me out, 
but | won't go. | watch as my son's skin starts turning blue. 

After what seems like hours but is only minutes, the doctor sighs and glances over to the nurse, "Call it" 

My body sits straight up in the bed with a gasp. The rain outside is pelting the windows. My heart and breath 
are racing. | can feel a bead of sweat roll down my forehead. | turn to see Katrina asleep in the bed next to 
me. 

It was just a dream. Thank god it was just a dream. | study Katrina sleeping next to me. Yeah, | had fucked up 
tonight and come in her. | guess my subconscious was rolling the thought of fatherhood around. | knew | had to 
be more careful in the future. 

However | wasn't exactly 100% against the idea of having a kid. | know I'm in no position to raise one, still the 
idea had it's appeal. There could be some little person running around that was half me. How could that entirely 
be bad? 

There's a light tap at the door. 

"Izzy?" 

It's Axl. | sigh and rise from the bed. | open the door a crack as lightning flickers in the room. 

"What's up?" | softly ask. 

"Can we talk?" He asks. 

| nod and slip out of the room. 

"Iz, look. know you love her..but..” 

"But what?" | furrow my brows. 


"But..she's trouble man" 


"She's trouble?" | say surprised. "I'm sorry, are you under the impression I'm a fucking Eagle scout?" 


"Izzy l'm fucking serious. Everything that's happened in the last month.it's all because of her!" 
"Just get it out of you head Axl," | sigh. "I fucking love Katrina 

‘Its not about love.it's about.sanity..toxicity levels." 

"What the fuck man? Are you trying to say our relationship is like syphilis?" 

Axl sighs with a shrug, "Yeah..sort of..yeah." 


"Axl go back to fucking bed," | roll my eyes. 


Can It Rain In Hell 


Can It Rain In Hell 


A couple of weeks passed by on our tour from hell. Nothing was fucking working out as planned. Fucking club 
owners weren't wanting us to play. If we did they would try to stiff us on payment. We practically had to drag 
their ass's out back and beat them to get paid. 


They simply didn't like us. Didn't like our style. Didn't like what we were about. Didn't like one fucking thing 
about us. The music scene here was so different from ours in LA. They had this punk spin to metal here. 
Something none of us could really understand except Duff. 


At least this hell hole is chocked full of smack. I'm beginning to think 65 percent of the residents here are 
junkies. This suits me just fine. | fit in like a fucking glove here. | just wish the fucking sun would shine 


sometimes. l'm sick of the rain. 


Luckily Katrina isn't carrying the fruit of my loins. We were a bit worried but her period finally came. It was 
stupid of me. In the future | can't be so careless. A baby was the LAST thing on the planet that we needed 


right now. Especially when | could potentially become a murder suspect. 


Yesterday Duff called friends in LA to try to discretely get information about the pimp's death. Apparently the 
cops were looking for Katrina to question her. This was to be expected since they shared the same address. 
Apparently | was in the clear for now. Yet, it's still far from over. The very fact that Katrina isn't available 


for question makes her look suspect. 


With Katrina wanted for questioning it opened up a whole new set of problems for us when we returned to LA. 
At least in this dreary shit hole we are safe from the LAPD. But there was no way | was gonna lay my 
goddamn head down and call this place fucking home. Eventually we had to return to LA. it was pretty obvious 
that there was nothing for us in Seattle. Nothing but trouble. 


And trouble it was. Perhaps taking three junkies to the heroin capitol wasn't the greatest brain storm Duff 
had had. It was like letting a fat bitch work at McDonalds. Like a drunk being a bartender. Like a homeless 
person staying at the Hilton. You catch my drift? 


Last night Steven almost fucking overdosed. He mixed up some mysterious white powder with smack. The 
dumbass thought it was coke but as it turns out it was PCP. He went insane. Got invincible like Superman. 


Stripped down butt ass naked. Started sweating bucket loads. Then just fell on the floor twitching. 


Axl started freaking out. Me and Slash put our heads together and drug him into the shower. His body was on 
fire. Axl wanted to call an ambulance but Duff explained that they would arrest all of us because it was dope 
related. For a while we thought we were going to watch him die. 


Then | get the genius idea of letting a bunch of Valium dissolve under his tongue. After maybe an hour he was 
starting to come around. He still made no sense, but he at least took a turn for the better. 


To make matters even fucking worse, we were at Duff's moms house. She was nice and all, but | noticed that 
disappointed look in her eyes. | also heard her jump Duff's shit about it. She wasn't too happy with him for 


bringing junkies into her house. But then, who could really blame her? 


So yeah, fuck Seattle! 


Gone In 60 Seconds 


Gone In 60 Seconds 


Six weeks later we returned to LA with even less than we had had when we split. It took every penny of what 
we had made in Seattle just to buy bus tickets back. When we stepped off that bus we didn't have a fucking 
clue what we were going to do. We had zero money, no place to go, and drug habits to feed. 

But | knew. | knew exactly what had to be done. | look to Slash. He's nervously chewing at his fingernails with a 
light oily sweat dawning his skin. the tell tell first sign of being dope sick. | don't know, maybe he reads my 


mind, but he looks at me and nods. 


| pull the pimps gun from the back of my waist band. My own gun is in it's normal spot in the front. | hand 


the gun to Slash. He takes it and in one movement conceals it. 

"What the fuck are you gonna do lz?" Axl asks. 

"We need money and a place to stay don't we?" | ask with a droll expression 

"Yeah," he shrugs. 

"Can you provide that? | didn't think so.so just be quiet and let me think," | say lighting a cigarette 
"| already told you we can stay at my place," Katrina volunteers. 

"Baby the cops will be watching it for you," | shake my head. "We have to go somewhere else" 
"We better hurry, it's getting late man," Slash urges me with an antsy look 

"Duff," | say, "Between the three of you do you think you can fucking keep Katrina safe?" 
Duff nods and looks to the ground "Sure, just be careful Iz" 

"Weill meet up at the Troubadore," Axl adds. 

| kiss Katrina goodbye and Slash and | take off 


Two criminals in the night we lurk quietly in the shadows searching for prey. My sharp drug dealer eyes 


leaves no person un-scanned. We try to make the clicks of our boot heels as undetectable as possible. 


Then the pray is spotted. A young girl. Alone. Hair and make up immaculate. Clothes expensive. She's unlocking 


the door of a Porsche. The dollar signs flash in our eyes as we glance at one another, then back to the prey. 


| quickly tie a bandanna around my face and put on shades. | quickly march over to the unsuspecting girl. | pull 


my gun out and stick it in her side. 
"Don't fucking move." 


She lets out a blood curdling scream. A masked Slash approaches and grabs her. | take her purse and begin 
rummaging it for valuables. | find maybe 300 bucks and some jewelry. 


"Ok darlin’ we're gonna take your car now," | say and open the drivers door. 


"You better get off the streets baby, its not safe," Slash chuckles and releases her to rush to the passenger 
side of the car. 


Fuck, that was almost too easy. | speed the car away and jerk off the bandanna and shades. Slash is searching 
the car for more valuables. In the console he finds coke. An excellent score! 


"We gotta find somewhere to sell this fucking car," | say as | snort a mound of powder from Slash's fist. 
"Long beach?" he shrugs. 


| nod and hit the freeway. 


Everyday lm Husting 


Everyday l'm Hustling 

Slash's POV 

You really had to hand it to Izzy. He had natural instinct for survival. Izzy would do whatever it took to get by. 
As | sit beside him in a stolen car its never been more apparent to me of what a commodity he is to all of 
us. Izzy's a step up and take charge kind of guy. Extreme stress only seems to make him more cool headed. 
Had one of the pimps other whores not reported him missing and identified his body, he would still have no 
identity. If | fucking shot that guy | wouldn't have had my shit together enough to think to pull his fucking 
teeth and burn off his finger prints. Makes me wonder where Izzy picked up such knowledge. Who know's what 
him and Axl did growing up in Indiana. | mean really, have you ever fucking been there? They make it sound 
pretty fucking boring. And we all know boredom brings out the bad in you. 

| glance at Izzy. His eyes keep checking the rear view mirror for cops. He's quiet, his brows drawn together in 
thought. | know he's a little dope sick because | am. But he's cool as a fucking cucumber. | know no matter 
what he always will be. 

"Man | need a fucking fix," | moan and lean my head on the window. 

"I know," he sighs, eyes fixed on the road as we drove. "Hopefully we can sell the fucking car and | can score." 
Long Beach, California is like a huge port for imports and exports. Every day things are smuggled out too. It 
was a car thiefts Mecca. Now we just had to find a chop shop. They're not too hard to spot. Its usually a 
garage with exotic cars and is open at night. 

So we get to long beach and find such a place. Izzy pulls in parks the car and kills it. 

"Wait here," he says as he tucks his gun in the front of his pants and pulls on his cap. 

A guy walks up to him wiping his hands on a greasy rag. "Can | help you?" 

| watch as Izzy motions to the car. "Looking to sell her," he says. 

The guy looks the car over briefly. "2500." He eventually says. 


"Deal," Izzy nods. 


The guy pays Izzy then he motions for me to get out of the car. | get out and we walk away. 


"Where we going?" | ask. 


"Back to Hollywood,” he says as his eyes look around like a paranoid coke head or something. "We will hop on the 


bus. Head over to grab some smack and coke, then meet everyone back at the Troubadore." 

"Where are we gonna stay tonight?" 

"We'll get a motel room. Tomorrow we'l find a place to rent, nothing over 300. I've gotta get a guitar too," Izzy 
answers. "We have 2500.let's see that's say 50 bucks for a room. Maybe 50 bucks for some food, that 
leaves 2400. Deposits, cut on fees for a new place.say 500, that leaves 1900. A guitar..at least 200, that 
leaves 1100. This bus ride to Hollywood, maybe 20 bucks, that's 1680 left. So I'll spend a grand on smack and 
500 on blow." 


Well Iz seems to have it all fucking figured out. | climb onto the back of a bus stop bench and wait for the 
bus. 


"lz?" | say. 

"Hum?" He mumbles chewing his fingernails. 

"Do you feel bad about killing a guy?" 

He looks at me and shakes his head no. 

What | wouldn't give to roam around in that head of his sometime. Oh the mysteries that had to lie within. | 


had learned a lot by watching Izzy use his skills. | knew, no matter what, as long as Izzy Stradlin was on my 


side | was gonna be just fine. 


Systematic 


Author's Notes: 
ok, down to the last few chapters. 


Systematic 

Izzy's POV 

The next four months were pretty routine | guess. Duff and | slung dope while the other guys..well I'm not 
really sure what they contributed Katrina got a job as a waitress at a diner around the corner. She brought 
home left overs every night she worked. It was really great food too. 

The band is starting to actually get a few fans. The crowds that show up at our shows is getting bigger and 
bigger. Money isn't so tight now with three out of six of us bringing in money. Things are actually going pretty 
good. 


Katrina and | are fucking great. We are really really in love. I've actually been toying with the idea of asking her 


to marry me. | know we are young, but | know Katrina is it for me. I'm completely ready. 


| strum at my guitar with a smile as | think of she who holds my heart. I'm startled by Duff bursting through 
the door. 


"IZZY!" He yells, "You gotta come quick, the cops are arresting Katrina!" 
"What?!" | say carelessly tossing my guitar aside. 


| jump up and run from the apartment, down the stairs and around the corner to the diner. | can see cops 


trying to get Katrina in the back of the cop car. She's struggling against their grasp. 
"| didn't fucking kill him!" She yells. 


One of the fucking cops rares back and punches Katrina in the stomach. She buckles in pain, out of breath. My 


Vision goes red. 
"Hey! What the fuck?!" | yell rushing at them. 


Before | know it l'm taking one of their night sticks across the fucking face. My body hits the ground and l'm 
fucking out. 


| awake flat on my back. The annoying sound of a dripping faucet crawls under my skin and starts to fester. 
My face is fucking throbbing. | lift my head and see pussy pink concrete walls. | see the standard issue 
stainless steel sink/toilet combo found primarily in jail cells. 


Fuck.. 

| sit up with a sigh. Damnit. I'm awake and this isn't a fucking dream. l'm in jail. Jesus | bet they found my 
goddamn gun. Great now | would have another felony for a concealed weapon. That meant some jail time for 
sure. | let my head fall as | moan. | was going to go through withdrawals in here for sure. 


About 2 am | was awakened by my cell door opening. "Isbell, you made bail.” 


| waste zero time with lollygagging around. | get up and get out before they can change their mind. Once l'm 
released | find Axl waiting for me. He looks..emotional. 


"What the fuck did they charge we with?" | ask rubbing my jaw. 

‘Hts not important right now Iz," he says taking my arm. "We have to go" 
"Where?" | ask 

"The hospital.it's Katrina” His eyes won't even look at me. Fuck what happened? 
"W.what.." 

"The fucking cops," he hissed, "They beat the shit out of her in interrogation’ 
"Well.is she ok?" | ask as we walk faster. 

"No," Axl slowly shakes his head 

"What's wrong? Tell me damnit!" | say starting to freak out. 

"Iz.Katrina was pregnant 

"What?" | say in shock 

"Katrina was 20 weeks pregnant” 


"Pregnant? What are you talking about? She's not pregnant..not.no no you're mistaken" 


"Izzy, the fucking doctor told us." He looks to me seriously. 

"How could she be pregnant? She's had a period every fucking month man," | reply. 

"| don't know..but it's fucking bad man?" 

"Have you seen her?" | ask him in concern 

"Yeah," he nods, "she's unconscious..her jaw is broke. The doctors say there's some bleeding inside her 
somewhere and they have to get it stopped." Axl pauses and swallows hard, "but in order to operate they 
have to deliver the baby." 

"What?" | ask trying to let it all sink in. 


"Yeah," Axl nods, “deliver it.then Katrina gets operated on for the internal bleeding." 


Holy shit! This was fucking serious. A fucking baby? What the fuck? How is this fucking possible? She hasn't 


missed a single period. My mind starts racing as | pick up my walking pace even more. 


The Premonition 


The Premonition 


We got to the hospital and all the guys were waiting around in the ER waiting room. No one said one word. Axl 
tried to go find someone to give us an update on Katrina and the baby. Jesus..a baby. | couldn't fucking believe 


it. | was gonna be a dad. 

Muted whispers. Sympathetic eyes scan me from all directions. | lower my head and run my hand over it with 
an impatient sigh. In the background | hear beeping noises and extensions being transfered on the phone. 
Intercoms softly page people by name. The air smells sterile with a hint of the chemicals that help to make it 
that way. 


l'm hit with a de ja vu' feeling. It's as if I've seen all this before. Yet at the same time | have no fucking clue 


what is about to happen. 


From the corner of my eye | can see Axl sit down next to me. | glance at him. He has never had such a 


sympathetic look on his face before. He rests his arm around my shoulder and tugs me into a loose embrace. 
"She's tough Iz. She's gonna be Ok" He tells me. 

Somehow | knew he was going to say that. | say nothing. | do nothing. | get the feeling | should be crying, but 
I'm not. Before | can assess my thoughts further a doctor is approaching us. The look on his face is 
inconclusive yet grim. 

‘lm sorry, we just couldn't save Katrina We were unable to stabilize her for surgery. She ended up bleeding 
out. But the baby..well.the chances aren't good. Perhaps if he could have stayed in the womb a few weeks 
longer." 

"He?" | sheepishly ask. 

"Yes, its a boy." 

"Can he see it?" Axl asks and glances at me, "Hel"s the father.” 

"Yes, of course," The doctor nods. 

The next thing | know, like some distorted time shift, I'm walking into a nursery in a doctor's mask, gown, 
gloves, and hair net. A nurse leads me over to an incubator. Again | get the feeling I've seen or done this all 


before. 


"Here he is," she warmly smiles from behind a mask "You can't hold him, but you can reach in and touch him 


if you like. Just talk to him and let him know you're here." 


She steps aside and | see the tiny little infant inside the incubator. He's no bigger than my hand. There were 
tubes down his throat. EKG leads were connected throughout his little body. A tube ran down his nose as well. 
His skin is almost transparent. | could see every one of his veins spidering and snaking under his translucent 
skin 

This is my son 


Now the tears start to well in my eyes. | guess it's sinking in now that Katrina is gone and he will never know 
her. Sinking in that this is our baby together and now its just the two of us. That he was most likely not going 
to make it. | reach my hand in and stroke the transparent skin of my delicate son 

He's so quiet. Not one noise does he make. | can almost see right through his tiny eyelids. His little fists grasp 
at the air, fighting for his life. | didn't think it would be possible for a baby so small and underdeveloped would 
still look so much like me. | wish my parents could be here to see him. However, since he can't breathe on his 
own and the prognosis is grim, l'm reluctant to even tell them about him. | don't want to get their hopes up 
then crush them. | just can't shake this feeling of familiarity. 

Before a tear can drop alarms start going off on the machines hooked to my son. The nurse pushes me aside 
and quickly lifts the lid from the incubator. She calls for a doctor who comes running. They try to get me out, 
but | won't go. | watch as my son's skin starts turning blue. 

"Fucking do something," | call out frantic for my son's life. 

After what seems like hours but is only minutes, the doctor sighs and glances over to the nurse, "Call it" 


"No," | ery, "No.please try!" 


‘lm sorry sir.there's just nothing we can do. His lungs just weren't developed enough," The nurse politely tries 


to explain. 


| drop to my knees crying and gripping at my head. No this couldn't be real. This couldn't be happening. | just 
found out he even existed, now he was gone! No it just wasn't right or fair. It wasn't supposed to be like this. 


A couple of nurses manage to get me out of the nursery. They take me to an office and sit me in a chair. 
Some time later a woman comes in. She tells me she's with administration. 


"I know this isn't something you want to think about right now..but have you thought of a name for the baby? 


We need a name for our records." 
| wipe my nose. "| just found out about him literally two hours ago.." 


‘lm sorry, but we need a name sir." 


"|| cant fucking do this shit right now..." 


"| can give you some time if you need, but this is something you have to do. Again | am so so sorry for your 


loss." 


No Tears 
No Tears 
Axl's POV 


Grieving is just not an emotion Izzy is able to grasp. Instead he just shut down completely. The only thing he 
welcomed was the smack into his veins. He's doing so much more and it worries the hell out of me. The band 


continues to keep growing and Izzy just keeps distancing him further and further. 


After Katrina and the baby dies Izzy and | flew back to Indiana to track down her parents. Needless to say 
they were shocked at the news and grief struck. They didn’t exactly relish in the fact that Izzy was the 
father of their dead grandson. Izzy couldn't even look them in the eye. He could barely even tell them what 


happened. He relied mainly on me to deliver the bad news. 


When we returned to LA Izzy did what Izzy does best, he fucking vanished. None of us knew where he was or 
if he would even come back. But that's just how Izzy deals with shit, with solitude. He was like an old dog that 
had to go off and lick his wounds. He came back just in time to receive Katrina and the baby's ashes. He sent 
Katrina's to her parents. He kept the baby's. Eventually he had them made into this necklace he wore. He never 
removed it from his neck again. 


Slash's POV 


| feel really fucking bad for Izzy. It kinda looks like he really wanted that baby. He was so blown away to find 
out about it in the first place. Fuck we all were. | mean how shitty is it to find out you're a dad, then like 
fifteen minutes your the father of a dead baby. No one should have to go through some soap opera shit like 
that. 


When he up and disappeared | knew what he was doing. Izzy was getting fucked up. Izzy always tried to 
maintain around all of us. But when he was alone the true nature of the fucking beast came out. Once | found 


Izzy passed out on his bathroom floor with a needle still in his arm. But when he had to maintain he always did. 


Izzy was the kind of guy who was able to be alone and content. He liked it when he was as far removed from 
society as he could be. He was the kind of guy who would drive for four hours into the middle of the desert, 
rent a room, and do nothing but shoot up for days on end. So when he showed back up, all pale and sickly 
looking | knew that was what he had done. 


Normally you never see Izzy without a guitar in his hand. His guitar has actually sat in a corner long enough 
to collect dust. It shocked me when he left it behind. Worried me even. Axl thought he might run off and kill 


himself. 


Duff's POV 


All of this was really taking it's toll on Iz He just walked around going through the motions of life. We hadn't 
seen him shed a single tear. But Izzy's like that, he never likes to show any weakness. That's why when he feel 
weak he vanishes. But | know he's hurting. How could he fucking not be you know? 


He wasn't even able to name his son. | came up with the name for him. Franklin Dean Isbell was what | chose. 
However Izzy insist that it had Katrina's last name, Adams. He said if we ever made it big he didn't want some 


idiot digging up his son. 


I've never seen Izzy so hollow and empty. When | look at him it's like someone has just sucked his fucking soul 
out. When he looks at you it's like he's looking through you. Like he's looking at nothing. Maybe it's the heroin, | 


can't really fucking say you know. 


About a month after they died Izzy had a really bad overdose and almost fucking died on us. | found him 
slumped over on the couch with blue lips. Thank fucking god | got help in enough time. He spent four days in 
the hospital. And when he got out he went right back to the needle. 


Steven's POV 


My heart bleeds for Izzy. This just wasn't the sort of thing he deserved to happen to him. Izzy's one of the 
best guys | know. It hurts me that he's hurting and | can't help him or cheer him up. 


None of us could do anything to lift his spirits. | had tried to get him to go out with me a few times, but he 
never would. All he did was mope around not eating or sleeping. It stayed like this for a very very very long 
time. He just wouldn't talk to us, not even Axl. After their deaths | think it was close to a year before | saw 
Izzy smile again. And the only thing that brought out that smile was us getting signed. 


Izzy's POV 


61,000 people stand before me, watching my every move. GNR is now a household name. We had made it, and 
made it huge. | wish so much that Katrina and Frankie were standing at the side of the stage seeing this. I'm 


finally able to give them the live they would have deserved to have. Hell I'm even sober for a change. 


Funny how sometimes things turn out so differently from your plans and dreams. | found comfort in knowing 
that somewhere they were looking down on me with pride. | still miss them so much. Frankie would be three 
now. But somehow | get out of bed every morning and | carry on. | know it will never completely stop hurting. 
But over time I'm getting used to not having Katrina at my side. 


But now ONR is my life. It has cemented my face in history. Wherever | go in this world someone always 
knows I'm Izzy Stradlin. It's been one hell of a ride and I'm thankful for what | have. Maybe some day I'll find 
someone to share it with that can compare to my Katrina Until then | can only have patience until the day 


comes that we can all finally be together again 


THE END 


